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starring Joyce Jillson, Uschi Digart (puss Meyer's Supervixensj and John Cairadine 

A SUPER CHARGED GIRL! ALWAYS READY FDR ACTIDN. ..ANY KIND! 
Blonde...Buxom...Bold...that's what demure, brunette airline stewardess Tara be- 
comes every time she gets oft the plane, meeting a different lover in each lay-over! 

'' .itid S ~94mii’i.L . ■ ■ ~ .^or - Anamorpinc \ 


Starring John Ericson and Karen Ericson 

YOU PAY FOR THE PLEASURE. . . THE KILLING IS FREE! 

An unlikely group of freedom fighters - professional prostitutes - are recruited by the 
U.S. Army to perform a dangerous, quite unorthodox military mission. 
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Starring Sondra Curri^ Tony Young and Jeannie Beil (TNt Jackson) 

COLD STEEL ON THE OUTSIDE. . .ALL WOMAN ON THE INSIDE! 
A beautiful, tough policewoman gets a dangerous assignment to break up a mob of 

women criminais. 

Rated R- 99 njinutes - 1974 - Color - Ahamorphic , 


Starring Stella Stevens, Stuart Whitman and Tony Bill 

IF YOU CAN’T BEAT THE SYSTEM. . .ROB IT! 
Gambiing, Heists, Love and Intrigue - all part of this suspense-fiiled comedy about a 
femaie gang that pians a daring caper in the gambiing capita! of the worid, Las Vegas. 
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Strange trinkets from our bazaar of the bizarre. 


APOCALYPSE, MAINE 16 

Frank Darabont, award-winning director of 
The Shawshank Redemption and The Green Mile, returns to 
his horror roots with The Mist, another big-screen adaptation 
of a Stephen King fan favourite. The low-budget Lovecraftian 
siege story rolls into theatres this month. Interview's with 
Darabont and lead Thomas Jane. Plus: Classic King reissued 
on DVD, and more! 

by Bev Vincent, James Grainger, Aaron Von Lupton and 
Dave Alexander 


ROLL EOR YOUR LIFE! 24 

From haunted houses and friendly ghosts to snapping jaws 
and slime monsters, Rue Motgue explores three decades of 
. horror-themed board games. 

by Last Chance Lance 



FESTIVAL OF FEAR 2007 30 

Coiddn 't make it to Rue Morgue 's 4th annual horror 
convention? By popular demand, this year we 've expanded 
our coverage of the event to four pages. 

Photos by Ashiea Wessei, Frank Fiumara, Ryan Rotten 
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NIGHT OF THE CHICKEN DEAD 34 

Troma returns to tasteless form with Poultiygeist, which may 
be the studio 's most ambitious, offensive and - be!ie\>e it or 
not - politically charged movie to date. 

by John W. Bowen 
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The horror comic book gospel. 
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am Ihc literary equivalent of a Big Mac and fries,” Stephen King once said about his 
writing. This simple self-observation is as much truthful as it is modest given that he 
happens to be the most successful living writer in the history of the craft - a multi- 
million-copy best-selling author whose work has been translated into 33 different lan- 
guages and published in over 35 different countries. To his casual motto, he could easily add 
"Over One Billion Served.” His work, addictive stuff indeed, whets the fear-craving appetites of 
the mainstream, an arena in which he has humbly served as channing ambassador of the horror 
genre for over 30 years. 

In truth, the fast food metaphor is a little self-critical but wholly accurate: the man’s churned 
out hundreds of stories rather quickly - for mass consumption. Like a Big Mac and fries, King’s 
tales arc not always easily digestible, but people can’t resist greedily gobbling up the novels, 
which he often serves up super-sized. Not that he doesn't offer delectable smaller fare, though. 
Novellas such as The Mist, recently adapted to film by The Shawshank Redemption’s Frank 
Darabont (our cover story interview) and short stories such as ‘‘Jemslalem’s Lot” “One for the 
Road,” “Survivor Type,” “Dolan’s C'adillac,” “The Langoliers” and “The Last Rung on the Lad- 
der” rank among his best work, fan favourites worth revisiting while the author continues to drop 
book after book on the shelves. 

Until recently, King was one of the few horror heavyweights 1 had yet to meet; my impression 
of him over the years has been that of an earnest man, masterful storyteller and humble genre 
devotee who considers it a compliment to be pidgeonholcd as a horror writer. He’s someone who 
loves genre cinema (read his book Danse Macabre on the subject), eagerly supports the short film 
format by offering one-time option rights to his stories to fledgling filrmnakers for the princely 
sum of one dollar (as long as the outcome is non-profit), lives for music (including heavy metal; 
his favourite band is AC/DC) and is an avid sports fan who owns two radio stations in Maine. In 
his absolutely naked autobiography On Writing, he not only revealed his writing process, but the 
rough road he’s travelled. In the book, he exposes himself as a one-time drunk, coke fiend and, 
after his accident in 1999, a pill junkie. He goes on to say that he wrote several of his biggest 
books with Kleenex shoved up his nostrils to stop the bleeding caused by his cocaine addiction, 
and has absolutely no recollection of writing Ciijo. 

I finally had the pleasure of meeting both Stephen and his wife Tabitha here in Toronto this past 
June at his first public appearance in the country, where he received a lifetime achievement award 
from the The Canadian Booksellers Association. Clive Barker invited me to the event where he, 
along with Canadian author Margaret Atwood and others, gave a speech in tribute to the 60-year- 
old literary icon. Barker who said he would not be who he is today had it not been for King pro- 
claiming him “the future of horror” after reading his Books of Blood short story collection - point- 
ed out something very significant about King that has likely never occurred to mainstream read- 
ers; he’s become the world’s most famous writer by scaring people. 

What this means is that either a) horror fans actually comprise a larger segment of the popula- 
tion than ever before imagined or, what’s more likely, most people in the world - even those who 
claim no interest in "hoiTor” - like to be frightened or arc at least intrigued by the idea of toying 
with fear. Perhaps Stephen King’s literary fast food is responsible for uncovering the weird para- 
dox that is at the heart of most people’s personal relationship to horror and fear: that everyone can 
relate to it even though only a select minority are comfortable saying so. Doctor, lawyer, film- 
maker or florist, it appears that all of us experience fear and secretly crave its cold caress from 
time to time. Ifit wasn’t for Stephen King’s incredible success, maybe we wouldn’t be able to say 
that with so much confidence. 

JV 

jovanka@rue-morgue.com 
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YOUR MAGAZINE’S coverage of John 
Carpenter’s The Thing included assertions of 
pet subtexts that arc absurd. 11' any President’s 
“era” influenced The Thing it would have 
been President Carter’s. Mis presidency was 
ending around the time The Thing's pre pro- 
duction was starting. The Carter era included 
fuel shortages, a hostage crisis, high inflation, 
and high unemployment. The Thing's so 
called downbeat ending was much more 
reflective of President Carter’s “days of 
malaise" that inspired doubt and hopeless- 
ness. I suppose one could make a case that a 
newly optimistic and resurgent America in 
the summer of 1982, led by President Rea- 
gan, rejected the bleakness of The Thing 
because it did not want to be reminded of the 
democratic winter they had weathered. How- 
ever, 1 will not. I believe there are Just some 
movies that are not immediately appreciated 
regardless of imagined subtexts. Presidents, 
disease, E.T, or critics. 

Kraig McGann - Norwalk, Conneticuit 

I SAW the magazine this morning and had 
to lake a minute to drop you guys a HUGE 
thanks. I was blown away - The Thing 25th 
Anniversary Retrospective looks incredible! I 
love it all. excellent work, it couldn't look any 
better. Gary, your cover art is super and flows 
with the entire blue and white ice theme of 
the article. I'm thrilled you got Caipenter, 
Russell. Keith David and even Rob Boltin for 
this issue. Thanks tor having Thing-Fesl on 
the cover and the awesome section on the #1 
fan. 1 plan to keep Outpost #31 going and 
Thing-Fest rolling every year. Man Will 
Always be the Wamest Place to Hide. 

Todd Cameron - outpost31.com 

IT WAS GREAT to see Black Metal get- 
ting .some attention from RM. I ’ve often won- 
dered why these bands were overlooked, opt- 
ing more for cailoonish horror punk and psy- 
chobilly bands in the audio section. However, 
I was more than a little disappointed in Ms. 
Ladouceur’s history lesson. While the begin- 
nings were dead on, the most influential sec- 
ond wave is barely touched. No mention of 


Darkthrone, the French “Les Legions Noires” 
scene or the great Finnish bands. I know, it 
probably seems a bit nitpicky and yes, I am a 
fan who spent a large portion of my time both 
listening to and writing about this genre. I 
also realize it’s impossible to cover it all, and 
1 guess you have to mention Cradle Of Filth, 
even though they’re gone to great lengths to 
distance themselves from the label now. But 
at the same time a large section of print is 
devoted to a symphonic BM band from Tai- 
wan?! Most serious listeners would find them 
laughable at best. Again, it was great to see it 
mentioned. The “Bom In Black’’ sidebar was 
great, even if I could argue a few of those. It 
Just would have been nice to see something 
done a bit more objective and a little less 
skewed by personal taste. 

Jeff C. - Houston, Texas 

THANK YOU for another amazing issue 
with RM#7I. It’s packed with article after 
article of grand, gory goodness. From hyper- 
enthusiastic Hatchet director Adam Green to 
the FanTasia Film Festival wrap-up to the 
Chas Baiun Classic Cut, it was one more fan- 
tastic, page-turning gleefest for genre lovers. 
One quick note, however; In your interview 
with Return of the Living Dead's Dan O’ Ban- 
non (easily the highlight of the month), you 
cite his condition as Crone’s Disease, when in 
fact it is spelled C-R-O-H-N-’S. Having been 
laid low for three years in college with its 
kissing cousin, ulcerative colitis, I can imag- 
ine the pain that Dan’s going through and 
wish him nothing but healing thoughts. Is 
there a way to contact him and extend my best 
wishes? 

Aaron “Dr. AC” Christensen 
- Chicago, Illinois 

Mr. O 'Bannnn read.s Rue Morgue, .so von can 
consider the me.’isage delivered. - Ed. 

YOUR PODCASTS are fucking awe- 
some! I've been a Rue Moigue reader for 
about seven or eight years, and I just got 
around to listening to your show. It’s nice to 
hear some of my favorite bands mixed with 


new music. Keep up the good work! You guys 
need a TV show! Also, you should do a Love- 
craft-inspired show sometime soon. Maybe for 
Cephalopodamas (Dec 21st). I know there are 
a lot of recent Lovecraft-inspired bands out 
there. 

Samm Deighan - address withheld 

I PICKED UP RAf# 7/ the other day and 
read the editorial first as I usually do and then 
immediately flipped to "The Lo.st Art of Death 
Photography’’ story because of that picture of 
the dead kid in the table of contents. The gen- 
eral idea of taking pictures of the dead had my 
morbid curiosity piqued. What an engrossing 
article that ended up being, i had no idea that 
this was a common practice in the past. 
Although I think having pictures of your dead 
child or any other family member is bizarre, as 
a father of a two-year-old, 1 can totally under- 
stand how those parents would want a picture 
of them even though they arc deceased. 1 can’t 
imagine losing a child and then having no 
image other than a mental one to help remem- 
ber them by. I found it both extremely fasci- 
nating and utterly creepy how some of these 
pictures were staged. Kids playing with a pull 
toy? Husbands holding their dead wives? So 
weird! It was also interesting to read about the 
cryptic image (broken flower) that the photog- 
rapher would put in the picture to signify that 
the subject was actually dead. 1 hope that there 
is a reprint of Stanley Bums’ Sleeping Beauty 
because 1 don’t have $400 to spend on a book 
and it’s one 1 want in my collection. Thank you 
Last Chance Lance for writing one of the most 
unique articles 1 have seen in the pages of RM. 

Ed Luskey - Oakville, Ontario 


Burns 'second hook of death photography cun 
he ontered at sleepingheaiily2.com. - Ed. 
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TIFF celebrates twenty years of Midnight Madness with French 
gore and premieres by genre heavyweights 

Reviews by Dave Alexander, Liisa Ladouccur, Rodrigo Gudiho and Stuart Andrews 



The horror count was down overall for this 
year’s Toronto Intcmational Film Festival, but 
the genrc-focuscd Midnight Madness program 
delivered what was likely its strongest lineup to 
date on its 20th anniversary. Programmed by 
Colin Geddes. the MM roster included world 
premieres of Dario Argento's Mother of Tears 
and George A. Romero’s Diary' of the Dead. 
North American premieres of Takashi Miike’s 
Sukiya Western Django and Stuart Gordon’s 
Stuck. Gore fans marv'cllcd at two bloodbaths 
from young French filmmakers: Frontieres (a 
world premiere) and L Tnlerieur (playing outside 
of France for the first time). In addition, a few 
intriguing Canadian titles screened at TIFF apart 
from the Midnight Madness program, as did the 
much-anticipated Spanish ghost story The 
Orphanage. Reviewed below, eleven features 
and one short from TIFF ’07. 



Andrew McPhillips/Canada 
An alien suffering from a mysterious disease 
crash lands on earth. Mosquitoes feed on its car- 
cass. threatening to spread the contagion to 
humans. As one of the only genre shorts to play 
at TIFF this year. Blood Will Tell is an evocative, 
dark fantasy that moves from the miniscule 
world of the mosquito to a wide open landscape. 
Think Microcosmos crossed with the work of 
Ansel Adams. A terrific soundtrack by Icelandic 
dream-pop experimentalists Sigur Ros helps 
drive this visually sophisticated mood piece for- 
ward. but with its six-minute mnning time, it’s a 
little too hurried to leave a lasting impact. SA 

INI DEVIL'S CHUIB 

Adam Mason/UK 

As far as ridiculous reveals go. The Devil’s 
Chair beats even Haute Tension in the terrible 
plot twist department. It secs a hooligan released 
from a mental hospital returning to the scene of 


the murder he was accused of — a room at an 
abandoned loony bin, which houses said evil 
piece of furniture. Accompanied by a stuffy pro- 
fessor and three of his students (bad actors spew- 
ing bad dialogue), he learns that the chair traps, 
attacks and transports anyone who sits in it to a 
netherworld to be hunted by a demon. Or is it all 
some sort of delusion? Despite some decent 
bloodletting and a solid performance by lead 
Andrew Howard, the film (making its world pre- 
miere at Midnight Madness) is straight-to-video- 
calibre nonsense. DA 

FDONIIEBE|S| 

Xavier Gens/France 

Frontiere(s) was the first of a couple of French 
jaw-droppers at Midnight Madness. This won- 
derfully depressing, politically charged surv'ival- 
ist horror sees an ubiquitous group of young 
urbanites fall prey to a demented clan of inbred, 
backwoods nco-Na/.is in need of fresh blood for 
their gene pool. But this isn’t just another French 


twist on The Texas Chainsaw Ma.ssacre or mind- 
less torture porn; it’s a festering fondue of famil- 
iar genre landmarks that thoroughly succeeds 
because of its unflinching, nightmarish intensity 
including a number of outrageous gore set 
pieces. The French seem to intuitively under- 
stand one very powerful, fundamental thing 
about the genre: that horror films are intense 
only when they’re cinematicaUy intense. SA 

EtOiEE H. BOMEBO'S DIUBV EE IDE DEM 

George A. Romero/LiSA-Canada 
Romero's latest Dead opus takes us back to the 
first night of the zombie apocalypse and makes it 
contemporary, as it unfolds through the lenses of 
student lllmmakcrs intent on documenting the 
mayhem. It’s hard to believe that five films into 
the scries Romero could mine something fresh 
and vibrant out of his beloved rotters, but not 
since the original Night have the Dead films so 
perfectly captured the collective angst and Zeit- 
geist of the times. As the students travel cross- 
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HE’S I n KILCER! 

filmed in NEGROSCOPE! 


This film depicts totally awesome 
scenes of murder and rape. 
NO ONE UNDER 17 WILL BE 
ADMITTED! 


Stickin’ it to the man in MOS! 
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erwise a terribly pedestrian 
effort. SA 


eounlry in search of sanctuary'. Diary delivers | 
plenty of fresh gore gags and slabs of black j 
humour. The standing ovation Romero received 
at this end of the screening made it a landmark | 
in Midnight Madness history. SA ' 



Alexandre Bustillo and Julien Maury/France , 

Mon dieu! These first-lime French filmmakers | 
promised more gore than Dead Alive and a | 
taboo-smashing premise: very pregnant woman , 
in peril. They delivered tenfold, providing the I 
most intense and depraved two hours of the fes- | 
lival- After a snoozy start, it's relentless carnage ' 
as Sarah (Alysson Paradis), recently widowed j 
and ready-to-pop, is stalked by a scissor-wicld- | 
ing stranger (Beatrice Dalle) in her owm home. ' 
Body and mind of both characters and audience 
are pul to the lest by the punishing girl-on-girl 
bloodbath and claustrophobic electronic score I 
by Francois-Eudes Chanfrault (Haute Tension). \ 
which had the crowd gasping and squirming. ' 
The perfect Midnight Madness closer! Vive la 
France! LL 



Chaz Thorne/Canada 

Sometimes to save your business you must 
bring in customers by any means necessary - 
even if you own a funeral home. That's the gist ' 
of the dark little Canuck comedy Just Buried. I 
When social misfit Oliver (Jay Baruchel) inher- I 
its a failing small-town sliffatorium. he falls for | 
the embalmer, Roberta (Rose Byrne), who also : 
happens to be the local coroner. One night, after I 
a couple of beers, he accidentally runs down a I 
local and she helps him cover it up. They decide i 
to gel rid of the competition, plus a few suspi- , 
cious parties, but their plans unravel in a flurry I 
of backstabbing and double-crosses. Horror fans j 
will appreciate the film's increasingly nasty 
body count and morbid sense of humour. DA i 



Dario Argento/ltaly-USA 

As the long-awaited finale to The Three Moth- 
ers trilogy that started with Suspiria. Argcnlo’s 
latest was a huge disappointment. But as the 
kick-off to the Midnight Madness program, it 
was the stuff that dreams arc made of Argento 
himself was in attendance along with daughter 
Asia and co-star Coralina Cataldi-Tassoni, and 
once midnight struck, the crowd ushered in the 
filmmaker's 67Lh birthday with a rendition of 
"Happy Birthday to You." And although Argen- 
to’s apocalyptic tale of silicone breast-implanted 
witches hell-bent on world domination lacks the 
wonderful dreamlike quality of his best work, at 
least Sergio Slivalclti's gore-gag money shots 
lend some entertainment value to what is as oth- 



The Orphanage: A Spanish ghost film co-produced by Guillermo del Toro. 


IDE OBPMNIIEE 

Juan Antonio Bayona/Spain 
Guillermo del Toro’s name on 
this Spanish fright flick from 
first-time director Juan Antonio 
Bayona had critics calling it this 
year’s Pan's Labyrinth, though 
in fairness The Orphanage bears 
smarter comparisons to The Oth- 
ers and Jack Clayton’s The Inno- 
cents. Bayona’s style captures 
the narrative polish of 
Labyrinth, but his creepy thriller 
about a family moving into a 
haunted reformatory is compro- 
mised by a finale that is several 
scoops of sugar too sweet. A per- 
vasive atmosphere of dread, the 
occasional jolt and the ceric 
glimpse of ghostly children nev- 
ertheless make this an effective 
haunted house film, though 
nowhere near as heartfelt as del Toro's own 
Devil's Backbone. RG 



Mark Heller/USA 


Billed by TIFF as a Hitchcockian Hostel set in 
Morocco, this is more like Tiin'stas minus the 
gore and the thongs. Seriously, anyone unfortu- 
nate enough to have seen either will know right 
away that the two fun-loving, inquisitive foreign 
guys following a beautiful but mysterious local 
girl into dark tunnels will not come out in one 
piece. Painfully slow and devoid of tension, it 
hinges on an extended sequence where Stephen 
DorfTs Luke goes exploring some pitch-black 
caverns using only candles and his digital flash. 
Yeah, he ends up harvested for organs. Now in 
the- very unlikely event this gets released you 
won't have to see it. LL 



Stuart Gordon/USA 

A down-and-out man (Stephen Rea) and a 
reckless nurse (Mena Suvari) become violently 
entangled the moment she hits him with her car. j 
sending him hurtling into the windshield, where I 
he spends almost all of the film's remaining run- I 
ning time. This gut-wrenching, terse shocker I 
from genre veteran Stuart Gordon was one of the j 
festival’s best offerings, maybe even Gordon’s 
best film to date. Based on the true story that 
generated worldwide media coverage, Stuck won 
audiences over on a fiercely original premise, a 
riveting storyline and gritty, agonizingly sincere 
pertbrmances across the board. RG 



fakashi Miike/Japan 

Smashing together Leone and Kurowsawa, and 
giving it his own hyper-violent genre-defying spin. 
Takashi Miike once again frustrates and rewards 
his fans in Siildyaki Western Django. When a gun- 
slinger blows into town amidst a power struggle 
between gangs of treasure-seeking (and cyberpunk- 
looking!) gangs a la Leone’s .4 Fislfid of Dollars - 
itself a remake of Kurosawa's Yojombo - operatic 
violence ensues. The good: some great twists on 
familiar character archetypes and lots of bloody 
action. Tlie bad: a slow start and Japanese actors 
mimicking English to annoying effect. Tlie ugly: 
Quentin Tarantino as a gunfighter. realTirms his 
non-acting chops. D.A 



Ernie Barbarash/Canada 

A Chinese-Canadian ghost .story executive 
produced by Uwe Boll? This second feature 
from Ernie Barbarash (Cube Zero) follows a 
mixed-race eouple from Shanghai to Vancouver 
for an uncle’s funeral during Hungry Ghost 
Month. Here their young boy learns more than he 
ever wanted about skeletons in the family closet 
and soul-snatching Chinese demons. For lovers 
of Asian horror this is strictly 101 - black-haired 
girl? Check! - but it's a whole new spin on Cana- 
dian genre filmmaking. What starts out as 
spooky kids’ stuff quietly creeps info a (soine- 
1 what predictable) twist ending of revenge from 
I beyond. Extra points for having the evil step- 
I mother barf up bones. LL 
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Midnight Syndicate composer remakes movie debut 






Compiled by Monica S. Kuebler 
Got a Roadkill suggestion? 
Email a link to; roadkill@rue-morgue.com 
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bnggsrobinson.com/nrgaHery 
Sculptor Nicholas Robinson creates beautiful, 
macabre art from actual human bones by adding 
beads, plaster, wax, gold, coral, etc. Even his bone- 
free creations seek to replicate human skeletal anato- 
my, including a bronze bone wheel and a particularly 
osteological take on everyday chairs. 
fearzone.com 

Proving that genre fans love variety, there’s another 
new horror news and reviews site on the ’net, this one 
the brainchild of Slime C/ty director Greg Lamberson. 
Fear Zone also hosts a fine collection of film and book 
trailers, vtdeoteped author readings and celebrity 
interviews, as well as an art gallery. Dig in! 
myspace.com/legochainsawmassacre 
Lego has been experiencing a multimedia renais- 
sance as of late, first with the Lego Star Wars video 
games, and now by Andy, an intrepid horror fan who 
recreates/re-imagines classic horror flicks with the 
plasfic bricks. So far he’s done versions of Halloween, 
The Thing and The Texas Chainsaw Massacre. 
horror-movie-a-day.blogspot.com 
As the name suggests, the owner of this blog (“some 
guy" named Brian) aims to watch one horror movie a 
day, then review or simply rant about it. He covers a 
wide variety of flicks, from long-forgotten slashers 
and monster movies to new Hollywood features and 
straight-to-cabie offerings, with sometimes witty but 
always honest commentary. Go, Brian, gol 
newgrounds.com/portai/view/357599 
Unlike your typical point-and-shoot zombie Rash 
games. Zombie Inglor takes the format to another 
level. The premise? You've been bitten by a zombie 
and have 50 days to find a cure before you become 
undead yourself. Use a combination of point-and-click 
problem solving and combat to navigate the missions. 
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Ten years before Edward 
Douglas got busy making 
music for haunted attrac- 
tions and films with the 
gothic band Midnight Syn- 
dicate. he wrote and directed 
a DIY horror film of his own 
called The Dead Matter. 

Now, the composer has 
returned to the director’s 
chair, launching Midnight 
Syndicate Films with a big- 
ger-budget remake of his 
first film. 

“I did the original Dead 
Matter for about S2000. shot 
on super VHS in the Cleve- 
land area,” says Douglas. “My goal back 
then was to eventually put myself in the 
position to remake the film with an actual 
budget. It’s taken ten years but I’m happy to 
say we have a nice cieaned-up script, a 
great crew and great cast.” 

He also has a great backer. To rcsuiTcct 
the supernatural feature about “vampires, 
zombies and a mystical amulet,” Douglas 
teamed up with FX artist/director Robert 
Kurtzman {From Dusk Till Dawn, Wi.sh- 
masier), who had hired Douglas to score his 
feature The Rage. Douglas took the oppor- 
tunity to pitch him on his Dead Matter 
script, which they decided to shoot in and 
around Ohio, headquarters for Kurlzman’s 
post-production facility. Precinct 13 (which 
contributed to Hostel and The Devil's 
Rejects). 

“Robert has a tremendous group of talent- 
ed artists down there,” says Douglas. “So 
now The Dead Matter will be in association 
with P13. It’s great teamwork - a bunch of 
Midwest filmmakers coming together.” 

On location at Ohio’s former State Refor- 
matory (set of the Shawshank Redemption) 
this fall, a night of Dead Matter filming 
involved coordinating a full-on zombie 
horde attack, blowing up stunt cars and 
choreographing the final showdown 
between master vampire Vellich {Lost's 
Andrew DivofT) and vampire hunter McAl- 
lister (Jason Carter of TV’s Babylon J). 
While a team of makeup artists worked to 
transfonn dozens of locals (including at 


Vampires battle zombies in The Dead Matter. 


least one fonner State Pen inmate) into the 
undcad, co-producer Gary Jones explained 
what they’re going for with The Dead 
Matter. 

‘‘^Friends meets Van HelsingT' laughed 
the man behind such creature B-features as 
Mo.squito, Spiders and Crocodile 2: Death 
Swamp. “It’s definitely goth, but in an 
ovcr-thc-top comic book fashion, more 
stylized, with heavy-duty drama. If you 
close your eyes and listen to Midnight 
Syndicate’s music, this is the movie that 
you'll see.” 

Not surprisingly, Douglas intends to 
score the film, as well. Midnight Syndicate 
will release multiple soundtrack CDs in 
order to include material that doesn’t make 
the final cut as well as new songs “inspired 
by” themes from the film. “My hope is that 
with these other tracks that don’t appear in 
the movie, we’ll be able spark imagina- 
tions, to help listeners go into the world we 
created in The Dead Matter." 

With The Dead Matter currently in p{)st- 
production and aiming for a 2008 release, 
Douglas says he’ll soon be getting back to 
Midnight Syndicate music, but hopes this 
will not be his last film. 

“John Carpenter and Rob Zombie can do 
it.” he says. "I love telling stories and film 
is my favourite medium for telling stories. 
But music’s a part of me, so I see them as 
co-existing. The Dead Mutter is a great 
opportunity for me to merge both.” 

Lilsa Ladouceur 
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Weird Sta'ts 

_ — ^ 

Worbld Faets 


+ A Venezuelan man recently woke up mid-autopsy after being incorrectly 
declared dead at the scene of a traffic accident. 

+ King James I of England was so obsessed with witchcraft, demons and death 
that he penned a book on demonology in 1597, titled Daemonologie. 

+ Animal rights organizations estimate that approximately 60,000 black cats are 
killed in Italy each year, due to the superstitious belief that the felines bring bad 
luck. 

+ As a young teen, Stephen King developed a fascination with spree killer Charles 
Starkweather and even made a scrapbook of newspaper clippings about the mur- 
derer’s crimes. 

+ In 2004, as Bangkok police prepared to raid pet stores illegally selling exotic 
animals, some of the targeted entrepreneurs panicked, dumping their flesh-eating 
piranhas into the city’s waterways. 

+ Dana Plato {Diff'reni Slrokes) was originally offered the role of Regan in The 
Exorcist. 


ue“M£>r^u«k’ 

■TOP JIX 


Instances of 

GROTESQUE GROWTHS 


1. The Manitou 
Indian spirit back birth 

2. From Beyond 
Crawford’s pineal protrusion 

3. Basket Case 
Siamese bro’ in a-box 
d. The Brood 

Eggar’s external embryo sack 

5. Creepshow 

Jordy Verrill, human Chia Pet 

6. Night of the Demons 
Linneas demonic pimple pop 


+ The April 1758 edition of Gentleman's Magazine suggested that cysts on chil- 
dren’s faces could be cured if one took their youngster to the gallows and convinced 
the executioner to rub the hanged criminal’s hand on the affected area nine times. 


+ Shock rocker Alice Cooper starred in the little-seen 1984 Spanish-language hor- 
ror film Leviatan (a.k.a. Monster Dog). 


+ Women who were convicted of adultery in ancient Egyptian times often had 
their noses cut off as punishment. 


+ Colin Clive was filmed sitting for most of his scenes in Bride of Frankenstein 
because he’d broken his leg in a horseback riding mishap shortly before shooting 
began. 


+ After having a few drinks at a BBQ this summer. Portland. Oregon resident Matt 
Wilkinson decided to try to impress an cx-girlffiend by putting a twenty-inch rat- 
tlesnake in his mouth. The reptile bit his tongue and Wilkinson had to be rushed to 
the hospital, where he nearly succumbed to the venom. 


+ Lon Chaney Jr. is the only actor to have portrayed all four classic horror mon- 
sters: Dracula. The Wolfman. Frankenstein and The Mummy. 


+ Over 40.000 people are cremated in Denmark each year, and until 2006. the heat 
from the natural-gas ovens was simply vented away. But last year. The National 
Crematorium Association of Denmark proposed that the excess heat from the cre- 
rjr# * matoriums be used to heat nearby church buildings; more surprising, the country’s 
* Ministry of Ecclesiastical Affairs approved the initiative. 


Compiled by Monica S. Kuebter 
Got a weird stat or morbid fact? 
Send ft through to monica@rue-morgue.com. 
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CINEMA OF FEAR SCREEN GRABS 

SI 6 

Preserve the pause button on your DVD player and relive the 
genre’s favourite jump-scares with Mezco’s plastic mini-dio- 
rama instead. Enjoy frozen final moments from Friday the 
13th, The Texas Chainsaw Massacre and A Nightmare on 
Elm Street 3. 

Nab a nightmare in plastic at mezcotoyz.com. 
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UGLYDOLLS 

S6-S50 

This line of pulchrttudinally challenged critters include new charac- 
ters Big Toe (slow to get moving, but can deal with cupcakes like light- 
ning), Abima (accident-prone, but only breaks the expensive stuff) and 
the power-crazy Uglyworms. Available in keychain, 7”, 14" and two- 
foot tall plush forms. 

Squeeze a weird one at uglydolls.com. 


PAN’S LABYRINTH MUSIC BOX 

$125 

This beautiful, limited-edition wooden box plays an excerpt of the signature 
lullaby “Long, Long Time Ago” from Pan's Labyrinth and sports a photo of Ofe- 
lia and the Pale Man on the lid. It also has a velvet-lined storage space for any 
pretty things you want to keep hidden away from the real world. 

Treat your trinkets royally at panslabyrinth.com. 


70MBIE PRESIDENTS T-SHIRTS 

$15.95 

Deceased Democrats and rotting Republicans everywhere can wear their politics on 
their sleeves with these graphic T-shirts from Zombie Presidents. And for your spiritu- 
al conundrums, you can always turn to those featuring Zombie Jesus and the Zombie 
Pope. Too bad the dead can’t vote. 

Support a stiff at zombiepresidents.com. 
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Pages were 
missing from 
the journals of 
Hunter Rose . . . 
until now. 

What did the 
man without 
fear, remorse, 
or failure 
have to hide? 

THIS 

NOVEMBER, 
THE DEVIL 
TELLS 

HIS SECRET. 

A new 
eight-issue 
series 
written and 
drawn by 

MATT 

WAGNER 




darkhorse.com 


AVAILABLE AT YOUR LOCAL COMICS SHOP 

To find a comics shop in your area, call 1 -888-266-4226 

For our complete line of Grendel titles visit www.darkhorse.com 

Orenilel: Behold llie Beml © 2007 by Malt Wagiwt. Grender" is a trademark ol Man Wagner. Hark Horse Coraiia® 
aorl the Qarli Horse logo are irarlemarks of Oaik Horse Cortrics. lac., registered in various calegones and countries. All rights reserved. 
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?URNS TO HIS HORROR ROOTS WITH m “Isr ^fioTHPR mEmiONm THEGREE^.mE, 

THE 1 0W-Rimr,FT r m-p’™ 7™® ''“'^PTA iTON OF A STEPHEN KING FAN FAA Ol'RITE. 

ICllAFTIAN ;,(EG£; giQpy ROLLS INTO THEATRES THIS MONTH. 


BY Bev Vincent and Dave Alexander • Interview by Bev Vincent 


O f all the methods storytellers have dreamed up for the world to end 
- nuclear war, alien invasion, pandemic disease, giant meteors or the 
ever-popular zombie plague - few, if any, have been as potent as 
Stephen King’s novella The Mist First published in Kirby 
McCauley’s groundbreaking 1 980 horror anthology Dark Forces. 
it earned its status as an all-time fan favourite after appearing in 
King’s best-selling Skeleton Crew anthology. 

As many classic King stories do. The Mist begins with a hic- 
cup in the ordinary that gives rise to the truly extraordinary. Res- 
idents of a small town in western Maine are inconvenienced by 
a severe summer storm that knocks out the power. In the midst 
of the outage they converge on the local grocery store, stocking 
up on supplies to help ride out the aftermath. However, a sense 
of unease prevails as people vie for the store’s limited supplies 
and wait in line for the harried cashiers to tally their purchases 
by hand. Just when everyone thinks the worst has passed, an eerie, dense 
mist rolls across the lake, blanketing the community. A commotion ensues: 
sirens wail in the distance: a panicked, bleeding man runs in to warn them 
that there are things in the unnaturally thick fog. 

Waiting to devour anyone brave or foolhardy enough to leave the store are 
monsters of Lovecraftian prpplions: a mostly unseen creature with mas- 




pterodactyl-type things toat feed on them (and humans), dog-sized crus- 
taceans with deadly pincers, enlarged spiders with acidic webs and, later, 
“something so big that it might have made a blue whale look the size of a 
trout.” Rumours spread that an accident at the ultra-secret 
Arrowhead military facility ripped a hole in the fabric between 
dimensions. 

As their sanity and hope erodes in the face of such impossi- 
ble horror, the scores of stranded shoppers divide into factions. 
Protegonist David Drayton - with young son in-tow - rallies 
some of the survivors with his pragmatic approach to steeling 
the group against the creatures outeide, while the rest align 
themselves with the fanafical Mrs. Carmody, who believes the 
monsters are proof that the End Times have arrived. Tensions 
escalate: civilization breaks down; David and his allies must 
decide whether it is safer to face the terrible, bloodthirsty abom- 
inations outside or do battle with the developing mob inside the market. 

The 133-page story has it all; complex yet reiatabie characters: a siege 
narrative where the otherworldly danger outside is matched by the human 
monsters inside: unfathomable things glimpsed just long enough to send 
the imagination into hysterics: uncompromisingly gory deaths; and stakes 
raised to apocalyptic levels on the back of a government conspiracy. 


.sve, bloocteucking*^^tad6|f|fant. vaguely fly-like insects and, the larger-. Amjigg the King fans that immediately fell in love with th|jtory in'the 
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COMPOSITION. Jf .REALLY HAS A 
VERY RAGGED, DOCUMENTARY 
SORT OF FEEL TO IT, WHICH IS 
VERY UNNERVING. 

FRANK DARABONT 


early ’80s was Frank Darabont, an aspiring filmmaker whose first crack at 
the industry was an adaptation of another King short story, “The Woman in 
the Room” (from the 1 978 anthology Night Shift), which he optioned for one 
dollar and spent three years turning into a 30-minute movie. While trying to 
decide what material he wanted to adapt for his feature debut, Darabont 
vacillated between two King novellas: Rita Hayworth and Shawshank 
Redemption, horn Different Seasons {^982),^ln6 The Mist. 

But the projects waited for a time as Darabont spent most of the ’80s as 
a screenwriter, racking up credits on A Nightmare on Elm Street 3: Dream 
Warriors, The F/y //and The Blob remake. In ’94 he returned to King, writing 


and directing the The Shawshank Redemption and ttien The Green Mile in 
'99, both of which earned multiple Oscar nominations and made him an A- 
list Hollywood filmmaker. 

But he never gave up his dream of adapting The Mist On November 21 
he comes full-circle by bringing one of King’s most loved stories to the 
screen for a fraction of a blockbuster budget (via Dimension)'. This past sum- 
mer, Rue Morgue went on set in Shreveport, Louisiana where the director 
was shooting The MistmXh star Thomas Jane (see p.19). We got the other- 
worldly lowdown on what Frank Darabont proudly calls his “low-budget 
creahjre feature.” 


Do you remember when you first read The 
Mist? 

Yeah, I’m pretty sure it was 1980, when Dark 
forces was published. I grabbed that book up 
because there was a Stephen King novella in it. 1 
read it then and just was so bowled over by it. I 
just loved it so much. 

How do you feel The Mist fits into the King 
canon - what is it about this story that 
makes it such a fan favourite? 

I think what makes it so compelling and memo- 
rable to the fans is the human element, which is 
King’s specialty. In the hands of a lesser writer, 
this story would be a simplistic monster fest. But 
in the hands of a master storyteller like King, it 
becomes an opportunity to delve deeply into the 
dark aspects of human psychology and behav- 
iour. The monsters are scary and fun, but they’re 
secondary and serve only to provide a context 
for the real story. How do the characters react? 
Hov\(_,do they pull together? Or turn on one 
anofer? That’s what makes, l^ truly terrifying 


and so memorable to Steve’s fan base. It’s also 
what makes it so relevant; it’s where horror 
becomes sociological commentary, which is 
what the best horror does. What does fear make 
people do? The mob mentality, the Lord of the 
Flies element, the extremes to which people are 
driven by fear - it resonates deeply because it's 
real, these are real-world concerns. Human 
behaviour, taken to the extreme, is always fas- 
cinating, and disturbing. We see it all around us 
these days. Civilization unravels fast; that’s 
what Steve’s story is about. And, by the way, 
nobody does “people-stuck-in-a-place-and- 
going-crazy” better than King. Whether it’s The 
Mist, “The Long Walk,” “SurvivorType,” Gerald's 
Game - the list goes on. Steve seems to have 
invented a subgenre all his own. 

When you look at a work of that lengtii, what 
is your approach when you decide you’re 
going to adapt it as a screenplay? 

I was so reiieved it was novella length rather than 
some sprawling epic. My intention was to make 






a really focused film, focused in the sense of nar- 
rative, momentum and pace. I really wanted to 
make a completely different sort of film than I’d 
done in the past. I wanted something nasty and 
fast and muscular and ragged, and this really 
lent itself to it in a way that something like Green 
Mile never would have. Obviously that was such 
a sprawling tale that it required a more stately 
approach. 


To what extent was King involved with the 
adaptation? 

I’m fortunate enough to have Steve’s blessing 
when I’m adapting him. He knows I’ll treat his 
work with respect, and that any character or 
story changes I devise will feel organic to his 
original story. So I have his proxy and he’s not 
involved in the screenwriting. Of course, I 
always send him the final script for his approval 
and any comments he might have, because I 
want to know if he feels I've made a, misstep. 
But aside from some excel^^ilieerteading, hi§ 
comments usually,I^..down|Q. ‘'(aot^ijck w||;; 




the shoot and don’t forget to invite me to the 
premiere.” How can you not love a guy like that? 
And it’s always extremely gratifying to hear that 
he likes what I've done with his stories, because 
I do feel an obligation to please him most of all. 
He’s the guy who’s trusting me not to screw his 
workup. 


The Mist was almost your first feature, cor- 
rect? 

I remember very distinctly being on the set of 
Nightmare on Elm Steet 3, which I had co-writ- 
ten with Chuck Russell and which Chuck was 
directing. Inside my head I was kind of thinking, 
“Wow, my career seems to have started here.” I 
had a couple of writing jobs lined up and I started 
thinking about what I’d like to direct, sort of lay- 
ing the groundwork for that. I remember thinking. 
“Should I ask for The Mist or should I ask for 
Shawshank Redemption? Mist? Shawshank 
Redemption? I said in tiie end Shawshank. It def- 
initely put me in a different category as a film- 
maker once I finally made it. 


If you’d gone from Nightmare on Elm 
Street to The Mist, your career might 
have taken you on a different genre 
path. 

Yeah, whetiier it was instinct or luck. 

I don’t know. I don’t know if I would 
have been ready to make The Mist 
back then. I feel like I’m ready now. I 
don’t know if there was some sort of 
intuition at work or cosmic luck 
or whatever. I think these 
things happen when they’re 
supposed to. 

At one point you con- 
sidered shooting in 
biack and white. Was 
diatjusta wishfuiidea 
or were you serious- 
iy considering 
that? 


Common People in Uncommon Circumstances: David Drayton (Thomas Jane) struggles with a lifeline 
leading outside into the mist, and (below) Jim Grondin (William Sadler) faces something unfathomable. 


I think it was always a wishful idea. Having shot it 
now, I’m actually very glad we shot it in colour 
because I think it adds quite a lot to it, but we’re 
doing a digital intermediate and the idea of pulling 
all the colour out of the movie for a black and 
white version is still kind of appealing to me. I’m 
curious to see what that would look like. And if it 
looks kind of cool then there’s no reason we 
couldn’t consider putting it on the special edition 
of the DVD as an alternate version of the movie. A 
lot of people who read the story said, “I pictured 
it in black and white in my head.” If that’s the 
case, then why not? 


Did you aiways picture Thomas Jane in the 
roie of David Drayton? 

He’s an awesome guy, enormously smart and 
interesting, a real bohemian artist. He’s perfect 
for David because he has a strong quality of 
being the everyman whose strength, charisma 
and integrity come through. In other words, he’s 
the best kind of movie star. You believe him, you 
believe he lives in this small town and knows his 
neighbours, that he’s the guy they’d be looking 
to for leadership in a crisis, that he’s a commit- 
ted father who would do anything to protect his 
son, that he’s a regular guy getting by out of 
sheer determination. And Tom’s perfor- 
mance kicks ass. I have to say, -I 
expected great work, but he far 
exceeded my hopes. I think he's really 
going to surprise people in this movie, 
because it’s the best work he’s done. 

How about Marcia Gay Harden? 
Despite aii the monsters in the story, 
her character, Mis. Carmody, is ready 
the biggest threat. 

I needed for Marcia to make this extreme 
and mentally unstable woman as real as 
possible, so I told her to keep two 
things in mind throughout her per- 


the story, is strongly motivated by fear; it’s what 
drives all her actions and makes them real. Sec- 
ond, in no way does Mrs. Carmody view herself 
as a villain, in fact, she thinks she’s the hero of 
this movie. Marcia took those suggestions to 
heart and found the humanity in the role, and it 
takes a terrific actor to pull it off. Of course Car- 
mody’s still a total nut job. But a richly layered 
one. 


When she was deiivering her sermons, you 
couid feel the energy. 

[Laughs] Yeah, boy that stuff really just worked 
out brilliantly. For the amount of material I need- 
ed to be able to weave those scenes together, she 
needed to be able to improvise, so I encouraged 
that as well. It’s like, wind her up, roll the cameras 
and let her go, and she’d be delivering some of 
the scripted stuff, but I also knew I needed more 
than that. 


It seemed like a lot of the setups were spon- 
taneous, as well, or you were at least open to 
trying a lot of new things on the set 
Part of the set of conditions 1 set for myself on this 
was to try a completely different kind of filmmak- 
ing than what I was used to. I came up inspired 
by Kubrick, which was a very carefully thought- 
out, very painterly approach to film, which is mar- 
velous and admirable but after a while it can turn 
into a set of shackles, too. I wanted tothrow all of 
that out and try something completely different 
and very spontaneous, very in the moment. The 
script pretty much is the script, so it’s not like 
we’re improvising the screenplay as we go along, 
but certainly we’re improvising a hell of a lot else, 
including the camera work, which is a complete- 
ly new experience for me. 


This is a much smaller scale production dian 
your other King adaptations. How would you 
compare The Mist to The Green Mite or The 






m James Grainger 


y': he rogues’ galtery of maniacs, monsters and supernatural enti- 

■. ‘ . ties wreaking havoc across ttie pages of Stephen King’s wriings 

' would fill a stadium... and most of the parking lot outside. But 
any real King fan will tell you it’s the heroes of his stories - the stoic, 
small-town Joe and Jane Lunchboxes forced to battle the minions of 

• darkness - ttiat will be remembered when King’s long career finally 
draws to a close. From The Dead Zone's blandly named psychic John 
Smith to Andy Dufresne, the buttoned-down inmate of “Rita Hayworth 

: and the Shawshank Redemption,” and through a long list of pushed-to- 

• the-edge heroines such as Jessie Burlingame of Gerald’s Game and 
FirestarteTs pyrokinetic Charlie McGee, King has built his staggering 

; body of work on the reluctant backs of down-to-earth protagonists. 

• Same goes for The Misfs David Drayton, the level-headed husband 
^d father trapped inside a smail-town grocery store by a fog-shroud- 

' ed bestiary of murderous, pan-dimensional monsters. He’s a classic 
King hero, one whose cool exterior coupled with a deep anxiety for his 
family makes him a challenging character to bring to life on the big 
screen. 

“He’s got his son with him and his wife is still at home and he’s wor- 
ried sick about both of them. He doesn’t know what to do to help them, 

: and that’s just an awful feeling,” explains Thomas Jane {The Tripper, 

' The Punisher), who stars as Drayton. 

It’s the actor’s second turn as a King protagonist (he also starred in 

• Dreamcatchei), but r/?eMsf presented him with new challenges. King’s 
'• leading men are often faced with a horrific crisis of epic proportions, but 
;■ few have had to stare down the literal end of the world - here at the 

hands, claws, pincers and tentacles of some of the most bizarre crea- 
i tures this side of Lovecraft. The trick, Jane says, was to look beyond the 
t tentacled monsters and giant bugs to the core of the story, which is 
; about real people reacting to a seemingly unbelievable situation. 

“There are a lot of utterly fantastic experiences in life, if you think 
about it,” he muses. “Having your village invaded by the Nazis in World 
War II would be one fantastic situation. Getting trapped in the New 
Orleans Superdome for days after Katrina: that’s what you call a fan- 
' tastic situation.” ^ 

Jane points out that the actore were able to fully immerse themselves 
in the film's world - adding realism to the atmosphere of claustropho-- 
bia and outbreaks of sudden, shocking violence - because of director 
Frank Darabont’s decision to use live-action monster models instead of 


computer animation, “We had those big old tentacles and all the mon- 
sters from the book,” says Jane, “and we were using a lot of real-life] 
effects instead of blue screens. That made it extra cool.” 

To prepare for the role and avoid potential campy monster movie I 
cliches, the actor researched how traumatized survivors typicaiiy'reactj 
to disasters, especially when trapped in a confined space. 

“it happens all the time: people get cut off by a disaster and have to| 
camp out somewhere, in supermarkets or schools. When that happere 
a natural group dynamic inevitably breaks out. That’s what The Mist isl 
about: the monsters are as cool as hell, but the story is really about howl 
fast the laws of society break down and everything goes to shit when f 
you are isolated spontaneously from the rest of civilization. Everyone'! 
deals with that situation differently. Religious people tend to get more J 
religious, people you thought were level-headed go cuckoo.” 

As for Jane, himself, he can’t promise he’d be as proactive about bat-’J 
tiing monsters as his character if caught in similar real-life situation. ; 

“I’d go a little crazy in that scenario. I think I’d be over by the cooier| 
drinking the last of the beer.” 


R.UE MORGUE 19 




Bad Bugs: Townspeople are under siege in a grocery store in The Mist, and (below) Ollie (Toby Jones) gets 
a closer look at one of the creatures trying to get Inside. 


making - tiien what happens for the next twenty 
years? Everybody tries to copy it. So suddeniy the 
definition of horror becomes extremeiy iimited. 
You say “horror” to somebody and back then they 
immediateiy thought, “Oh, a slasher movie." 
That’s aii horror was. Now we’re going through 
the same cycie with this torture crap, which I just 
hate; I think it’s degrading. But now suddenly 
that’s become the definition of a horror movie. I 
certainly hope we can expand that definition 
because horror is aii over the map and it should 
be, it should be more than just a certain kind of 
limited, McDonald’s burger of a movie. You think 
of Silence of the Lambs or The Exorcist all the big 
movies we’ve had in the genre, whether they’re 
called “horror” or not at the time. And you think, 
“Why aren’t we trying to make more varied 
things?” Because 1 guess there’s a lot of money to 
be made by people copying torture. 


like being the conductor of a symphony orchesfra 
playing Beettioven’s Ninth, and every note has to 
be perfect and everything has to be in place. The 
cellos have to come in at the right time, and the 
timpanis. Directing this is like jumping on stage 
with three crazy jazz-playing bastards and pick- 
ing up an instrument and kind of making up the 
notes as you go. If you miss some of the notes, or 
if they are ragged, or if you hit a bad note, that’s 
okay, that's actually part of the style of playing 
jazz. It often winds up being very potent and mus- 
cular. The Mist is my jazz composition. ... I think. 
It really has a very ragged, documentary sort of 
feel to it, which is very unnerving and it rocks that 
cloth that most films have. 


This film is also a different beast - pun 
intended - in terms of the special effecte. Tell 
us about working with all those monstrosi- 
ties. 

[There was] a learning curve for me. I certainly 
had effects in my past films but nothing to this 
degree. Thank god I had Everett Burell there from 
CafeFX - they did Pan’s Labyrinth and they're 
doing our digital effects in this movie - and thank 
god I had my buddy Greg Nicotero [of KNB] there 
because these guys have had all that experience. 

I could lean on them and say, “Am I doing some- 
thing wrong, or am I right? What do you guys 
think?” They’d generally show me or at least 
shrug and go, “Yeah, sounds okay to us, go 
ahead." 


The design work they did on the monsters is 
really impressive. 

That was primarily Greg Nicotero and I. Before we 
even officially started propping, we spent months 
going through monster designs and working with 
some famous artists at KNB, and working with 
Bemie Wrightson, who’s a great buddy of both of 
ours. . . . Ultimately it’s kind of simple stuff, but as 
, long as it feels real and it’s^pt what you’ve seen 
; before |t^. gonna.J^ r^llyf^pising' for folks, I 


think. CafeFX are really outdoing themselves in Are you still planning an adaptation of King’s 
terms of realizing these creatures. Walk” [concerning a marathon 

where anyone who stops walking is shot]? 
Speakingof which, some of the prop bread on ^ 

set is looking like a science experiment. ' I' pp’’®- 

Oh, lord, yeah. Seeing as how video village more cheaply than I made 77?eM/sf. That’ll prob- 
[audio-visuai station] usually wound up in that lit- 90 for just a few million dollars, one day. I 
tie bakery section, we smelled that experiment don’tknowwhatthemass-marketaudienceisfor 
up close. We were like, “We have to throw some particular movie, but again I think it’s brilliant, 
of these pies out - now. I don’t care if it’s set ^^'P9 I was talking about with The Mist- 

dressing. it’s growing penicillin, for god's sake!” ^^®'^® ^'^9 genius of putting a group of 

people into a pressure cooker and keeping them 
What’s your feeling about the climate hir hor- ®p^ turning up the heat and seeing what 
ror movies right now? King recendy talked P^PPOhs. Man, I’d love to make that. 
about his aversion for what he called the “tor- 
ture pom” approach. closing, is there anything more you want to 

I share that aversion with him completely. sayaboutlhe Mist? 

I’m thrilled to have just dived in there and done 
Do you feel like there’s a backlash from the ^^'P9 on the basis that we did it, I’m thrilled 
viewing audience against that sort of movie? ^®'^® 9 one a low-budget kind of route and a 
I hope so, because there’s no genre like horror to schedule kind of route. . . . It’s not going to be 
limit itself to a ghetto of its own devising. A movie ®p® ^®®® typical Frank Darabont, your-butt- 

will come along, as Halloween did once upon a gets-numb-watching-it, kind of movies, x 
time, a marvelous, brilliant, original piece of film- 






p i' ' : }iose who say Stephen King movie adapta- 
^ • .;i'. tions suck must have a selective memory. 

King’s earlier works have provided the 
fp' < foundation for many a genre classic, and 
l^^ften lufed in A-list horror talent. Proof: three welt- 
^^own King adaptations, Cujo, The Shining an6 Mis- 
I ery, ail which just received the special edition DVD 
Teatment, courtesy of Lionsgate, Warner Home 
Video and MGM, respectively. Though each release 
> boasts a crisp transfer, ttie bonus supplements are 
I of varying quality. 

Though some question The Shining’s faitiifuiness 
|;as an adaptetion, the bottom line is that Stanley 
^Kubrick’s 1980 supernatural take on isolation, mad- 
i^ss and murder ata secluded hotel scared the hell 
I tout of most of us. Fans have wait- 
tod years for an improvement over 
■ Warner’s previous snapcase 
U feiease, but sadly tiiis new dou- 
fc ble-disc special edition barely 
fcuts it. 

; Since l^brick died in 1999, 

. garner obviously had difficulties 
l^'ffliing out the extras, notably toe 
l|ir8ctor’s commentary. In its 
ptere there’s a gab track by biog- 
' topher ^ John Baxter and 
^eadicam operator Garrett 
^rown, plus a slew of featurettes 
Sat pay tribute to toe director 
^istead of dissecting his movie. 

In View From the Overlook: Crafting the Shining, 
pimmakers including Steven Spielberg discuss toe 
^tetonicaf achievemente of toe movie, yet hardly 
i^^^ratch toe surface of its underlying themes. In The 
'WiSions of Stanley Kubrick, toe same filmmakers dis- 
Itouss his obsessicn with visuals but scarcely mention 
I^The Shinin^s most iconic images, including the 
'^'famous tidal wave of blood pouring from toe eleva- 
^ tors. Both featurettes are ultimately dull and shy 
f , away from toe horror elements. Better is Wendy Car- 
ios: Composer, in which toe legendary musician 
^ demos unused tracks recorded for the film. Goof, but 
f why didn’t she discuss her famously ominous score? 
f The one piece of archival footage on this DVD is a 
. 30-minute making-of documentary, filmed by 
Kubrick's daughter Vivian during production, which 


includes entertefning- behind-the-scenes footoge of 
ster Jack Nicholson. But it’s the same doc that 
appeared on Warner’s previous disc, so think twice 
about upgrading that cardboard snapcase. / 
Thankfully, toe people behind toe Cujo 25th 
anniversary DVD (out a year early!) put more toought 
into toeir disc, with a release that actually augments 
this 1983 King adaptation about a rabid St. Bernard 
farm dog on a killing spree. 

Commentary tracks are a dime a dozen and few 
actually get into the real meat of a movie, yet direc- 
tor Lewis Teague {Alligatoi) manages to do just that 
with his insightftjl discussion of everything from 
King’s original screenplay to work- 
ing with acbess Dee Wallace {The 
Howling}, the secrets behind toe 
dog attack effects to - most impor- 
tantly - his interpretetion of toe 
story behind the film. Admittedly, 
though, he’s repetitive, stating attout 
a dozen times that tois is his most 
accomplished work and that m 
dogs were harmed in the making of 
the film. 

Along with the commen- 
tory is a three-part documen- 
tary featuring newly shot 
interviews with Teague, Wal- 
lace, actor Danny Pintauro 
[Who’s the Boss?} and vari- 
ous other cast and crew members. This fea- 
ture adds even more depth with plenty of dis- 
cussion about behind-the-scenes experi- 
ences, as well as toe actors’ interpretations of 
their characters. . • 

By no means does Cujo hold a candle to a 
masterpiece like The Shining but It remains 
an effectively suspenseful , siege story 
nonetheless. Watching Lionsgate’s DVD gives one a 
whole new appreciation for the film as a beautifully 
shot thriller with inventive action sequences and 
editing, as well as a talented cast. It’s a worthy silver 
anniversary for a minor classic. >: 

Lastly, MGM’s collector's edition DVD for Misery 
(1 990) explores toat rare eariy ’90s mainstream hor- 
ror film that enjoyed commercial success. Cathy 


f/- I 


Bates won , a Best 
Actress Oscar in for her • 
role as toe disturbed ■ 

Annie Wilkes, who res- ' 
cues famed autoor Paul 
Sheldon (James Caan) 
from a car crash only to 
imprison and eventually 
torture him in her home. 

This features-heavy 
release makes up for 

MGM’s previous b^e-bones edition, though much of,| 
toe material is simply padding. 

On his commentary, director Rob Reiner (Stand Byi 
Me) explains why he identified with Miser^s theme 1 
of an mtist trapped by the constraints of his owr^ 
success, but has little else to say. Ditto for v 
William Goldman {The Stepford Wive^, who p 
even less informative. 

Skip toese tracks altogether and get to the meati-J 
er featurette Misery Loves Company, featuring new| 
interview footage with the wrrter, director and varr^ 
ous cast and crew members. Additionally, the s 

IS discussed in Marc^ 
Shaiman’s Musical A 
ery , Tour, a : 
minute featurette a 
at soundtrack geeks.-; 

Up next is a series ^ 
five increasingly irrel^^ 
vant rnini'S 
related to stalking ar^ 
toe psychology of A 
Wilkes, delivered . 
various doctors and lai^ 
enforcement types. It's ^ 
a waste unless 

reason you’re seeking advice about stalkers f 
your DVD collection. AH in all, it coukl use an e 
Job, but the Mse/y collector’s edition is still a vs 
while effort 

So, if you’re upgrading your King colleotkw a 
are forced to choose between a haunted hrtel,.'|l 
killer canine, or a psychotic stalker, it’s the deadly 
dog by a bloody nose. 


MISERY 
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'y ou don’t have to see Creepshow to 
V know that Stephen King is a comic 
■ book fan. Aside from penning and co- 
^ starring in the 1982 movie anthology 
I inspired by the EC comics of the 1 950s, the 
^,author has written introductions to the 400th 
^ issue of Batman and Neil Caiman’s The Sand- 
^ man: World’s B?c/ collection. Yet, given ttie num- 
pber of movie adaptations of King’s material, it’s 
Rocking that The Gunslinger Bom - based on 
I'his sprawling seven-novel fantasy/western/hor- 
|;rorepic The Dark Tower is the first comic book 
^^in-off of his work. 

The seven-issue series, which debuted this 
past February from Marvel Comics and is col- 
cted as a hardcover release this month, is a 
iquel to the first Dark Tower novel The Gun- 
fslir}ger(tt also overlaps somewhat with the third 
Wark tower novel, The Wizard and Glass). The 
fetory was conceived by King’s research assis- 
l.tant Robin Furth (writer of The Dark Tower: The 
fComplete Concordance) and overseen by the 
imirthor himself. It also brings together the talents 
1^ artist Jae Lee {Hellshock, Uncanny X-Men), 
|colourist Richard Isanove (Ultimate X-Men, 
tWolverine) and script writer Peter David, a vet- 
|eran sci-fi novelist, screenwriter and comic 
5 txrok writer (Batman, The Incredible HulKi. 

^ “Stephen has been involved every step of the 
* way, from working with Robin on the outlines, to 
approving the art, to reading every single word 
of the script," David assures. "My job is to make 
tae entire thing work as a comic book, with a 
vision that’s unique to the graphic form,” 

The story begins in the fantasy realm of Mid- 
Worid, witfi young Roland Deschain’s training as 


a gunslinger. After passing the 
lesi or mannooo, ne escapes the 
wrath of evil wizard Marten 
Broadcloak by heading east with 
friends Cuthbert and Alain. There 
he finds not only the love of his 
life, Susan Delgado, but more 
trouble in the form of brutal out- 
laws called the Big Coffin 
Hunters, a treacherous witch 
and a massive, mysterious ten- 
tacled beast residing in a misty 
valley. 

Lee says the barely-seen 
Lovecraftian behemoth exemplifies his less-is- 
more approach to the series’ art. “One of the 
hardest things to pull off in a horror comic is the 
horror element. Once you see the monster, you’re 
no longer afi'aid because no matter how much 
work i put into it, it’s still some lines on a page. 
What you don’t see, can be much more frighten- 
ing because your mind fills in the gaps and the 
creature lives in your head, not on the page.” 

Issue seven’s two-page spread depicting fog- 
shrouded cowboys attacked by tentacles is 
indeed one of the The Gunslinger Born’s most 
powerful images, and a direct reference to King’s 
novella The Mist. As outiined in one of the series 
many back-of-book supplements, at one point in 
Mid-World's history, a fissure opened up, spilling 
out a fog that “had leaked from the monster-filled 
void between worlds, the place where the Great 
Ones waited.” 

As David explains, the beasfies are one of the 
mythology’s essential touches, which maintains 
King’s unique balance between Lovecraft, Sergio 


Leone andTo!kien.“[Lovecraft] ' 
merely hints at the horrors out , , 
there, and people fill in the 
gaps with their own imagina- • 
tion. That makes it a more per- ( 
sonal experience for each indi- 
vidual reader. With an army of . • 
Ores, you just keep hacking i 
them or shooting them until ’ 
there’s no more Dres. The true k 
evil of Mid-Worl J is stuff that 
gets into your i riind and into 
your soui. That's far more ter- 
rifying.” 

Although The Gunslinger Bom has its share 
of bloody gunfights, strange creattires and a 
particularly grotesque arachnid version of the 
Prince of Darkness, the strongest horror 
imagery is used sparingly in shocking reveals 
(e.g. the aforementioned tentacle attack), 

“Mottling should ever be gratuitous,” asserts 
Lee, “It's much better to have everything be all 
normal and then you see a single panel that 
freaks you out.” 

The phenomenally successful title is just the 
first in Marvel’s Dark Tower comic book series, ; 
which will be comprised of four addition^ ) 
arcs, totaling 31 issues. The second mini- ’J 
series. The Long Road Home, is scheduled for 
next February. : 

Asked why It took so long for a comic book 
series based on King’s work to materialize, 
David chalks it up to fate. “I tend to think that * 
these things happen when they’re ready to | 
happen. In this case, all the stars were in ailgn-^ 
ment” 
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FROM HAUNTED HOUSES AND FRIENDIY GHOSTS. 
TO SNAPPING JAWS AND SUME MONSTERS. 
Rt/e MORGl/E EXPLORES THREE DECADES OF 

HORROR-THEMED BOARD GAMES. 


BY LAST CHANCE LANCE 

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ASHIEA WESSEl 





Ghoulish Games: Vincent Price’s Hangman (1976), (inset) the Operation-infiuenced Jaws (1975), The Monsters Card 
Game, and (opposite) Dracula (1963). 


In 1963, Hasbro offered what was to become 
one of the most highly prized sets of horror 
games ever produced. Their Monster Mystery 
games were based on Oracula, Frankenstein, 
The Wolfman, The Mummy, The Creature from 
the Black Lagoon and The Phantom of the Opera, 
and although they were fairly straightforward 
adventures where players simply moved from 
point A to point B, they came with spinners 
instead of dice and featured fantastic artwork on 
both the boxes and gaming boards. 

With the success of these titles, gaming com- 
panies scrambled to get other popular horror 
movie and television properties onto boards. 
Ideal countered Hasbro that same year with the 
first Godzilla-themed game, simply called The 
Godzilla Game, which was soon followed by King 
Kong. As with the Monster Mystery games before 
them, play was very straightforward and could 
become mundane pretty quickly. 

Regardless, as the search for content expand- 
ed, games based on TV shows quickly became 
the standard, and included such titles as The 
Twilight Zone Game (Ideal, 1964), TheAddams 
Family (\6ea\, 1964), Milton the Monster (M\\\on 
Bradley, 1966), plus The Munster’s Drag Race 
and The Munster’s Masquerade Party Game 
(both from Hasbro in 1965). (In addition, a num- 
ber of well-received genre card games where 
also produced at this time, based on The Mun- 
sters, The Addams Family and Bewitched.) 

Though these titles proved popular, they were 
all basically the same games with different art- 
work - players moved their pawns across a 
defined path on the board using either dice or a 
spinner. And the objectives were always 
extremely simple; in The Munster’s Drag Race 
game you simply had to move your cardboard 
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hen you were a kid sitting around 
the house on a rainy weekend or at 
the cottage with nothing to do, it 
was only a matter of time before 
someone raided the closet for a board game. 
Although the usual suspects were there - 
Monopoly, Sorry, Scrabble and Clue - it wasn’t 
unusual to dig up a few horror-themed titles per- 
fect for little boils and ghouls. 

These beastly boards made their first appear- 
ance in the late 1950s, although they were real- 
ly more games of mystery or suspense that only 
hinted at horror. In 1958, Milton Bradley released 
two titles: Intrigue, which had players trying to 
solve a murder on a cruise ship, and Why, which 
was based on the Alfred Hitchcock Presents 
television show and had piayers piecing togeth- 
er clues to a murder while trapped inside a 
haunted mansion. During this early period, 
everyone's favourite friendly ghost, Casper, also 
made an appearance in a self-titled Milton 
Bradley game in which players competed to be 
the first to move their creepy characters into a 
haunted house. 

It wasn’t until the 1 960s that the horror-based 
board game came into its own. In 1962, Haunt- 
ed House was released by Ideal, which was 
unique for the fact that it was played vertically. 
Players moved up through the moulded plastic 
floors of the house into the attic to retrieve a spe- 
cial jewel. It was also different from other games 
of the time because instead of using dice, play- 
ers pushed a lever on an owl-shaped spinner 
that “hooted” to indicate how many spaces they 
could move. 


token around the track and cross the finish line 
first, while in the Addams Family players moved 
a wooden disc 29 spaces to reach the centre of 
the board and claim victory. So players were now 
looking for something more challenging and 
companies realized that they needed a new gim- 
mick to increase sales. 

It was at this time that a handful of fantastic 
and ingenious titles appeared, notably Mystic 
Skull: The Game of Voodoo (Ideal, 1 964), in which 
players competed to be the last one to fill their 
voodoo dolls full of plastic pins. The game adver- 
tised that it had a “floating skull,” which in reali- 
ty was a plastic skull on a piece of string that 
dangled over a cauldron in the middle of the 
board, which players "sbired” with a plastic 
bone. The skull would then spin around the board 
and wherever it stopped players would follow 
instructions telling them how many pins they 
were to place in or take out of their dolls. 

More outrageous was Bats In Your Belfry (Mat- 
tel, 1 964), which took a cue from Haunted House 
and employed a vertical game board, but had 
players roll marbles down ramps that would then 
launch black plastic vampire bats into the air that 
they would try to catch with goofy, oversized 
plastic claws. 
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It Came From The Television: A collection of TV-inspired board games. 


In 1 965, however, ttie industry took an unex- 
pectedly eerie turn and introduced a new concept 
in board games, courtesy of Transogram. Green 
Ghost had two to four players choosing from the 
appropriately creepy playing pieces of a rat, cat, 
bat or vulture. The pieces would be moved out 
onto a raised gaming area that had “pits” they 
could reach into to rescue one of twelve lost 
ghosts. The main selling feature of the game was 
the fact that parts of the board and the large 
ghost figure that was also used as a spinner all 
glowed in the dark! When the lights were off, the 
game turned an eerie green, adding an element 
of spooky fun. In fact, it was so popular that Marx 
Toys reissued it several times, even as recently as 
1997. 

Cashing in on the success of Green G/josf, Tran- 
sogram released another glow-in-the-dark title 
called Ka-Bala in 1 967, which was one of the first 
games to be completely moulded in plastic. Basi- 
cally an update of the classic Ouija board, in Ka- 
Bala players attempted to have their fortunes told 
by rolling a marble around the board, which 
would stop on either letters, tarot card images or 
astrological symbols. 

Barnabas Collins: The Dark Shadows Game 
(Milton Bradley, 1969), based on the cult televi- 
sion series, also jumped on the glow-in-the-dark 
bandwagon witti a game that included a set of 
glowing vampire teeth that players wore and 
exchanged (blech!) as they competed to be the 
first to assemble a glow-in-the-dark skeleton on 
a scaffold. 
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The glow-in-the-dark trend continued into the 
1 970s with the Casper the Friendly Ghost game 
(Schaper, 1974), Mostly Ghostly (Cadaco, 1975) 
and Them Bones (Mego, 1975), which was an 
electronic game based on Operation, where play- 
ers attempted to retrieve bones out of the jaws of 
an oversized skull with eyes that would glow an 
angry red if you touched the sides. 

During that decade Mitton Bradley hit the 
ground running with a great (non-glow-in-the- 
dark) concept game called Which Witch? {\970) 
Two to four players assembled a three-dimen- 
sional haunted house that was separated into 
four quadrants. The goal was to escape the 
house, but what made this game unique was a 
ball, called a “whammy,” that could be rolled 
down the chimney and would come out into one 
of the quadrants, where it could open a secret 
door or knock a player’s pawn over, sending him 
back to the starting point. 

It was two years later that Milton Bradley 
developed a device to compete directly with the 
glow-in-the-dark games. The company created 
what was essentially a small, battery-operated 
record player that could be inserted inside of a 
gaming board to impart pre-recorded instruc- 
tions. The first of these games was 1972’s 
Seance, which had players bidding on Items 
belonging to a dead uncle and then listening to 
the record to tell them how much they were 
worth so a winner could be declared. More inter- 
esting than frightening, it was outdone by the 
company’s follow-up. Voice of the Mummy 


(1974), in which players entered an elaborate 
Egyptian tomb to steal a jewel from a sarcopha- 
gus while the record warned them of their 
impending doom. 

Television and movie games were still popular 
but were being slapped together and shipped out 
to stores with hardly any thought to making them 
interesting or challenging. Between 1973 and 
1977, Milton Bradley released games based on 
Scooby-Doo, Where are You?, The Addams Fam- 
ily cartoons. The Planet of We Apes TV series, 
Sigmund and the Sea Monsters, The Monster 
Squad (no relation to the Fred Dekker film) and 
Big Foot, which, even though it sports a friendly 
Sasquatch playing the game on the box cover, 
had players actually attempting to avoid the furry 
beast or be “stomped” out of the game. 

The most memorable title of this decade and 
the one now most sought after by collectors is 
Jaws, released by Ideal in 1975. Based on the 
Spielberg blockbuster, it featured a 16”-long 
plastic shark with a gaping mouth that players 
had to reach into with a plastic gaff in order to 
remove objects such as a ship’s steering wheel, 
a skull or a tire before its jaws snapped shut. 
Jaws raised the bar again and players were now 
looking for even more intricate and exciting 
games, forcing developers to come up with big- 
ger and better gimmicks. 

Mattel responded in 1 977 with Slime Monster, 
in which players moved a green creature around 
the board that would stand over another player’s 
pawn and drool slime on it, knocking it over so 

> 




the unlucky gamer had to start over again. The 
next year Mattel released another Godzilla 
game, also called The Godzilla Game, which 
had players loading spaceships onto a rotating 
platform where the titular creature could pop 
out and munch on them at any time. Even 
stranger, / Vant To Bite Your Finger (no, that’s 
not a typo), released by Ideal in 1 979, had play- 
ers moving around a board in front of a tall 
plastic statue of the Count. At different points 
during the game you rolled the dice and would 
have to move the hands of a clock that was 
beside the statue. If you were unlucky, the 
Count’s cape would swing open and you would 
have to place one of your fingers into his open 
mouth where it would be “bitten" - leaving a 
“bite" mark from a red marker - and lose your 
turn. 

Of course, if you didn’t have a plastic crea- 
ture that bit or slimed, there was always Vin- 
cent Price, who appeared on the box of Milton 
Bradley’s 1976 game Hangman. This update of 
the classic pen-and-paper game had players 
taking turns guessing each other’s hidden 
word, with each wrong guess getting them one 
step closer to the gallows. 

The last entry of the ’70s of any note was 
Creeps!, released in 1979 by the short-lived 
Action Games and Toys Ltd. and marketed as 
“the game that strikes terror at the heart.” Two 
to four players used small daggers that they 
“stabbed" into holes on a circular board in an 
attempt to reach the middle, where there was 
a black plastic coffin containing the sleeping 
body of Dracula. It proved to be more annoying 
than terrifying, though, because if the wrong 
hole were “stabbed,” the Count would awake 
and emit a piercing electronic shriek. 

The next decade saw the rise of the role- 
playing game. More popularly known as RPGs, 


they began with the 
Dungeons & Dragons 
series, which would see 
groups of teenagers lock 
themselves in their parents' 
basements for days on end. 

Game play shifted from boards 
and plastic gimmicks to focusing 
on the imagination, utilizing exten- 
sive rule books, custom-designed 
characters with a variety of weapons, 
adventures charted on paper and fates 
determined by rolling different-sized dice. 

But for those still seeking family fun there 
were a couple of new games available from 
Ideal. Beware The Spider, released in 1 980, was 
a battery-operated game in which players care- 
fully tried to pick critters off a metallic spider 
web with a pair of tweezers. Similar to Opera- 
tion, the game was electrified; if the tweezers 


touched the web, it 
would launch a huge 
black spider at the 
offending player, who 
then lost a turn. This 
was followed the 
next year by Gar- 
goyles and Gob- 
lins, another electronic game, which had play- 
ers moving gaudy coloured plastic pawns 
depicting winged gargoyles and stumpy goblins 
towards each other; battles were fought by 
pressing down on both figures at the same 
time. An electronic “computer” inside of the cir- 
cular board would then decide the outcome of 
the battle by blinking a red iight and the losing 
player would remove his figure from the board. 
The last one with pieces on the board won. 


Dracula: A 1981 game ihat came with a bat mask players 
would wear when they became “evil . " 






Yipes! was the next horror outing from Ideal 1 987 edition of A Nightmare on Elm Street and 
and featured a pop-o-matic bubble that players Mattel’s Mad Scientist: Monster Lab Escape, in 
pressed so that the dice inside would roll and which players assembled their own hideous 
they could move their pieces in a race to a mad creatures out of a Play-Doh-like material called 
scientist's lair, where the lucky lab rat could be “monster flesh compound” and then tried to 
changed into a monster and chase the other escape from the lab while avoiding the trap 
players back to the start. doors of doom, acid spills and other players’ 

By now Milton Bradley was losing the horror monsters, which could use a plastic “masher” 
board game race, still releasing cheap, lacklus- to crush opponents’ monsters into piles of goo. 
tre efforts, such as 1981’s Monster Mansion, Attentions were now being turned towards 
featuring black and white box art pictures of video games, of course, which could be as hor- 
Dracula, Frankenstein and The Mummy. The rific and imaginative as developers wanted 
game play proved even more boring, as players without the limitations of crafting paper and 
used flat cardboard tokens to move through a plastic pieces to fit into a cardboard box. With 
“haunted house” searching for (yawn) hidden very few exceptions, by 1989 the horror- 
treasure. Similarly, follow-up games Ghosts! and themed board game had died a silent death. 
Ghost Castle (both released in 1 985} were weak Still, they haven’t been forgotten and the col- 
attempts to cash in on the retro appeal of their lectors’ market for vintage titles is soaring. On 
previously successful games. Ghosts! had rules sites such as eBay and Craig’s List, a complete, 
similar to Stratego, where players moved their boxed Jaws game routinely sells for over $50, 
glow-in-the-dark ghosts against each other to while games like Ka-Bala or Green Ghost can 
try to “reach the other side,” while Ghost Castle sell for over $1 50 depending on their condition, 
was nothing more than a revamped and repack- An incomplete Dracula Mystery game can eas- 
aged version of their 1970 classic tV/?/c/7iy/fc/7?. ily fetch $300, and vintage Monsters games 
The increasing affordability of the VCR spelled have been listed at over $500. There are even 
disaster for many board games, which were sites (gameparts.org and missingparts.com) 
shelved as families gathered around the TV to dedicated to finding and selling parts for 
watch a video. The gaming industry responded games, meaning you can finally replace that 
with Doorways to Horror (Pressman, 1 986), the plastic bat eaten by mom’s vacuum cleaner all 
very first horror game for the VCR that had play- those years ago. 
ers trying to win gold by casting spells against 
creatures and watching the 
outcome on their television 
with the help of a VHS tape 
that featured 60 clips from 
classic horror films, includ- 
ing public domain titles Night 
of the Living Dead, Nosferatu 
and The Terror. Though not 
very successful, it paved the 
way for the many VHS (and 
much later DVD) horror games 
that would follow. 

At the same time there were 
still a handful of moderately 
successful traditional board 
games, such as Victory Games’ 
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j. Riddled with guilt over the loss Of 
his rock star older brother, IS-year-’ 
j old David Forrester (Raviv Ullman) 
becomes obsessed with deaths 
' His misguided parents decide to 
" 1 send him to Driftmod, an “Attitude 
^ Adjustment Camp for Troubled ^ 

^ Youths” run by the sadistic Captain 
. Doug Kennedy (Diamond Dallas ' 
Paye.) In the halls of Driftvvood, v 
i David becomes haunted by the 
ghastly spirit of a former inmate 
who disappeared mysteriously - a 
mystery whose resolution could very 
well be David's only way out. 
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THANK YOU FOR MAKING 2007 A SUCCESS! 
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Greg Nicotero peruses the Rue Morgue merch table, manned by excited volunteer Bill 
Mails. Coralina Cataldi-Tassoni and Goblinia perform at the RM Shocktail ^1y. CRUD at 
d)e Giallo Macabre party. Goblin musician Maurizio Guarini. Angela Beiis. Malcolm 
McDowell. Oderus Urungus of GWAR hosts the midnight costume contest 






Rodrigo Gudino. Demonology of Desire star Bianca Rusu and Eyes of Edward 
James voice talent Tal Zimmerman. Adrienne Barbeau. Basil Gogos 
Gaslight Studios founders Kyle Glencross and Chris Bridges . RM volunteers 
Tobin Elliot and Kirsten Huras . Guest of Honour Dario Argento. RM Radio person- 
ality Stuart “Feedback" Andrews and George Romero during a Q&A. 
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Charisma Carpenter. Pastor Morgan Wilkes of Cloven Path Ministries. The Great Orbax. 
A Saw fan. Dougie, one of RM's in-house ghouls. Roy Frumkes. Herschell Gordon 
Lewis. The Rue Crew: (left to right) Monica S. Kuebler, Dave Alexander, Jovanka Vuckovic, 
Gary Pullin, Justin Erickson and Last Chance Lance. The Suicide Girls. 
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which'ttiay be the studio s ^ 

^ most ambitious^ Offensive . 
fand-^ believe it ornot^ . 

■ ^ Ipolitically eharged movi& f 
jltodateV-C' 
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F or legal reasons, the editors of Rue Morgue Magazine have ordered 
me to preface this article with the following warning; Poultrygeist: 
Night of the Chicken Dead is guaranteed to offend vegetarians, veg- 
ans, meat eaters, lesbians, gays, feminists, liberals, conservatives, the hand- 
' fcapped, anorexics, bulimics, the MPAA, the ghost of Jack Valenti, Native 
Americans, the Vietnamese, the Irish, Mexicans, Americans, Canadians, 
Muslims, Jews, Christians, hillbillies, alcoholics, the Free Tibet movement, 
everyone at every level of the fast food industry, fast food consumers, ani- 
mal rights activists, university students, fat people, the guy in the Subway 




commercials who used to be fat, Tom Cruise, Janeane Garofalo, Martin 


•;*; , Sheen, Mei Gibson, Dick Cheney, Dick Cheney’s daughter, people who don’t 
want to hear Lloyd Kaufman sing, people who don’t want to see Lloyd Kauf- 


man dance, people who don’t want to see Lloyd Kaufman in a thong... and 
chickens. The rest of you, however, are in for a tasty, greasy, genetically 
modified and factory-farmed treat, seasoned with Troma’s eleven secret 
herbs and spices and no small amount of toxic green goo. 

“After Toxie 4, editor Gabe Friedman suggested the idea to me,” director 
and long-time Troma shit-disturber-in-chief Lloyd Kaufman tells Rue Morgue 
when asked about the genesis of his brand-new fast food/zombie allegory. 
“It had been kicking around in his head for a while. He’d worked in fast food, 
and then decided to take a pay cut and come to work at Troma. The idea 
incubated in my brain for a while, and then McDonald’s moved in next door 
to the Troma building. Maybe it was all the drugs I was on, or the junta virus 
I caught while cleaning up shit from all the rats those Big Macs attracted, but 


34 RUE MORGUE 







IV IIL \11V VLllVt I Vli lilV illWli 
viLy 1 1 ayviiv wiiiiv nLviiiaiiv y yiii- vyywi iiL itiv 
Wilt itiytii viii wjit idttyniyi. vyv yyiiiiLvvD' 
h.' 1'LI tmivv Liiiv ku Lmmm’ lyu;. 


Fun wfth Filffiy Food: Various incarnations of chicken zamhies are 
the order of the day in Troma's outrageously disgusting gore comedy. 


suddenly Poultrygeistseemed like an eggs-cellent 
idea.” 

In the wake of their last in-house feature effort, 
the crushingly disappointing Tales From the Crap- 
per, this latest opus is an unqualified return to 
form. In fact, according to an overwhelming 
majority of fans and critics who have caught 
advance screenings, Poultygeist- which is cur- 
rently touring festivals and is scheduled to official- 
ly premiere on March 14, 2008 at Manhattan’s Vil- 
lage East Cinema - is Troma’s strongest effort 
since 1999’s Terror Firmer, with a surprisingly 
tight script and' strong performances from the 
leads. And while the film actually boasts more 
blood, vomit, explosive diarrhea, decapitations, 
eviscerations and completely gratuitous topless- 
ness than any Troma title in recent memory, it also 
serves notice that Kaufman isn’t getting older - 
he’s just getting more politically cranky. 

“As you probably know, all Troma productions 
have social messages,” he says. “If you look at my 
oeufte, having socially important themes in my 
films has definitely grown more important over the 
years. The way I present issues in my films does 
change from movie to movie. For example. 
Squeeze Play [1980] was a simple man-versus- 
woman sex comedy/baseball movie, but it was 
really a women’s lib film.” 

Dateline Tromaville; Nerdy Arby (Jason 
Yachanin) and his beautiful girlfriend Wendy (Kate 
Graham) are getting biz-zay late one night at the 
local Tromahawk Indian burial ground where a 
sign warns that “Desecrators will be cursed to the 
fullest extent of tribal law.” Arby worries Wendy 
may have a change of heart when she goes away 
to college, but she assures him her feelings will 
never change; during this poignant vignette, of 
course, both are blissfully unaware that the dead 
are suddenly returning to life all around them. 

Fast forward, one college semester later: Arby 
stumbles into a protest march outside Tromaville’s 
newest fast food franchise, American Chicken 
Bunker, which sits atop the now-bulldozed burial 
ground. Initially unimpressed with the protesters’ 
elitism and insincerity, Arby is soon enraged to 
discover his cherished Wendy locked in a passion- 
ate lesbian embrace with Micky, the leader of 
C,L.A.M. (Collegiate Lesbians Against Megacon- 


glomerates). Wendy swears she still loves him, 
and that she’s just “experimenting,” but after 
Micky curses him out and breaks his nose, Arby 
vows revenge and immediately marches into 
American Chicken Bunker to beg the manager, 
Denny (Joshua Olatunde), for a job. (And if these 
names don’t tip you off to the film’s main theme, 
you’d better go back to the top of the paragraph 
and start over.) 

Meanwhile, the angry spirits of the desecrated 
burial ground exact their strange, terrible and real- 
ly gross vengeance by turning humans and chick- 
ens alike into murderous zombies. It should come 
as no shock that Kaufman and Co. toss in multiple 
visual nods to Romero’s Oead films during the cli- 
max, although the real highlight is a howlingly 
funny riff on Robert Shaw’s U.S.S. Indianapolis 
speech from Jaws. Oh, and one other thing: Poul- 
tiygelst is also a musical, a hilariously foul- 
mouthed (a typical song title; “Bumpin’ Tacos”) 
mash-up of Hair, Rocky Horror ar\6 more. 

‘‘[Poultrygeisf^ isn’t just easy potshots at fast 
food, though,” asserts Kaufman, “it deals with 
themes like big business taking over America, and 
the prevalent militarism in our country. That’s 
why the restaurant is called American 
Chicken Bunker.” 

While the movie is clearly symptomatic 
of the increasing politicization of the 
world’s longest-running independent film 
studio, Kaufman is quick to shrug off the 
suggestion that the film could raise the ire 
of the big fast food chains the way Super- 
size Me and Fast Food Nation did: “I don’t 
think corporate America is too worried 
about us, as evidenced by the availability of 
our films in theatres, in video stores, on HBO, 
et cetera. But much like people who seek out 
health food amongst a billion deep fried fatty 
meals, people who want cinematic suste- 
nance seek us out.” 

Troma fans will embrace charismatic leads 
Yachanin and Graham (who spends about a' 
third of her screen time topless), as well as 
Poultrygeists surprisingly strong supporting 
cast, but they may also notice the absence of 
many of the usual suspects from the studio's 
recent output. Granted, Kaufman himself has 




Troma's ToUet Treasures: (clockwise from bottom) Troma regular 

Joel Fleishakei as a distressed customer. American Chicken Bunker sr/ner General . 

I ee Boy (Robin Watkins), a zombie chkhen horde and I md Kaufman in costume behindjnn cafpem 


a pivotal supporting role (hence the aforemen- 
tioned singing and dancing in a short skirt and - 
shudder - a thong), 500 lb. Troma regular Joel 
Fleishaker puts in a brief yet memorable appear- 
ance (hence the aforementioned explosive diar- 
rhea), there’s a blink-and-you’ll-miss her cameo 
from beloved indie queen Debbie Rochon and Ron 
Jeremy does an impassioned, 23-second “You 
fools, you’re all doomed!” bit, but that’s about all. 
For aTroma film, there aren’t many familiar faces. 

Behind the camera, Kaufman says, it was a mix 
of old and new talent: “We always try to have fresh 
blood in the creative department. I’ve worked with 
[co-writer] Gabe [Friedman] on Citizen Toxie, Ter- 
ror Firmer and All the Love You Cannes! before, of 
course, but on this film we had Stuff Magazine 
editor Dan Bova co-writing the script. And Andy 
Deemer and Kiel Walker did a great job producing 
the film, despite never having done that before. 
Also, Troma-lumnus James Gunn gave me some 
5s-sistance regarding the script.” 

Fresh blood in front of the camera and plenty of 
ass-sistance behind it makes sense for an 
artist/businessman like Kaufman, who’s hedging 
his bets after the seemingly predestined failure of 
Tales From the Crapper. He’s frank about the 
movie, which was cobbled together from the ruins 
another project that imploded during produc- 

“ Tales was disheartening because we knew it 
would suck as soon as we saw the footage that 
was shot out in LA,” he explains, “so we tried to 
cut our losses, and attempted to make something 
ans out of that train wreck, 
have seen what was there 
led to fix it. And then, somehow, the 
ilm seemed to be the most publicized Troma film 
since The Toxic Avenger tor reasons I still don’t 
inderstand. Some critics probably just wanted an 
excuse to shit on us.” 

Still, he doesn’t regard the vastly superior Poui- 
trygeist as a shot at redemption; “I’ve been 
making films for decades. Troma has been in busi- 
for 33 years. What more could 1 possibly 
have to prove? We’re not trying to prove anything 


with Pouitrygeist. We knew we could make a 
great movie - this film was a labour of love.” 

Since Pouitrygeist ms announced there have 
been persistent rumours that it was Kaufman’s 
swan song. Could it be Uncle Lloyd's last kick at 
the grease can? 

“Unless this bottle of pills I just swallowed says 
otherwise, I’m not going anywhere,” he declares. 
“In fact, I’m looking for my next project. If any of 
your readers have something original and con- 
troversial, they’re welcome to send me their 
script.” He then hastens to add, “Zombie Bikini 
Killfest From Mars 3 need not appiy." 

Tromaville High School Musical, perhaps? 

“We’ll make it,” he says without missing a 
beat, “but oniy if [High School Musical star] 
Vanessa Hudgens sends Unca Lloydie some dirty 
pictures." 

In the meantime, a recent resurgence of ’SOs 
New York spiatter movies can only help Poui- 
trygeist spread its sickness to the masses. Spe- 
cial edition reissues of films such as Roy 
Frumkes and Jim Muro’s Street Trash and Greg 
Lamberson's Slime City, the return of Franken- 
hooker director Frank Henenlotter with his first 
movie in fifteen years {Bad Biolog)^ and former 
Troma-ites making their own gooey epics, 
notably aforementioned Slither writer/director 
James Gunn, indicate the time may be, ah . . . ripe 
for a Troma renaissance. 

At least Kaufman hopes this is the case, 
because he’s got more riding on Troma’s greasy 
chicken opera than anyone, something near and 
dear to - where else? - his groin. 

“My wife financed Pouitrygeist mth her retire- 
ment money," he jokes, “SO PLEASE FOR THE 
LOVE OF CHRIST GO SEE THIS MOVIE. BUY THE 
DVD. BUY TWO DVDS. I TOLD HER WE WERE 
FINANCING TRANSFORMERS, AND NOW SHE IS 
THREATENING ME WITH CASTRATION.” 

And just to end on a lovingly caustic note, he 
adds, “1 guess what I’m trying to say is, if staying 
the course is good enough for George Bush, then 
it’s good enough for me.">: 
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li [ftSI WINTEB 

Starring Ron Perlman, James LeGros 

and Connie Britton 

Directed by Larry Fessenden 

Written by Larry Fessenden and Robert Leaver 

Glass Eye Pix 

“Wliat if the very thing we were here to pull 
out of the ground were to rise willingly and 
confront us?” This is the question pondered by 
environmental analyst James Hoffman (James 
LeGros) in The Last Winter, the latest otTering 
from director Lairy Fessenden. 

At an isolated Alaskan outpost, not unlike 
the one in John Carpenter’s The Thing, a team 
of oil workers led by a cumiudgeonly Ed Pol- 
lack (played by man-mountain Ron Perlman) 
is engaged in a massive petroleum exploration 
project to exploit untouched oil resources. 
When Hofhnan’s research reveals the per- 
mafrost is melting, he and the bombastic Pol- 
lack butt heads over the future of the operation 
as one of the crew members seriously begins 
' to lose Ills shit. Erratic weather, a mysterious 
- ' deatli and antlered apparitions suggesting the 

[ well might be haunted are giving Hoffman a 
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real bad feeling, but Pollack's all business and 
he ain't leaving, see? Before long, their not- 
so-subzero suiroundings are oveinin by the 
unexplained, with Hoffman hypothesizing the 
crew may be in grave danger due to the 
release of contagions once frozen into the tun- 
dra. One by one, the team members mentally 
unravel. Have .spirits from deep within the 
eaith seeped out. or are they simply all suffer- 
ing some sort of super cabin fever? Either sce- 
nario causes the vast, blank landscape to 
become oddly claustrophobic, as they system- 
atically disappear into "pure white nothing- 
ness." 

Revisiting the Algonquian Indian mytholo- 
gy of his previous effort Wendigo, Fessenden 
amps up the supernatural chills by introduc- 
ing the element of global wamiing. an organ- 
ic form of hoiTor with obvious planetary ram- 
ifications. Like Carpenter, Fessenden focuses 
on the unsettling loneliness and bleakness of 
the backdrop but, instead of relying on an 
alien presence, casts the planet itself as the 
menacing threat. The sparse, gloomy score 
dresses the overwhelming sadness of possible 
hiunan extinction all too well, driving home 
the notion that this terror could plausibly 
manifest itself. As the title would suggest. The 


Last Winter is a sombre horror film with a 
dour ending and a social message that, over 
time, may prove to be closer to non-fiction 
drama than humanity might appreciate - mak- 
ing it a welcome entry in the enviro-horror 
canon. 

Trevor Tuminski 

THE eSLT imaZIES PH^JEOT 

BEUEVEdS 

Starring Johnny Messner, 

Jon Huertas and Daniel Benzali 
Directed by Daniel Myrick 
Written by Julia Fair, 

Daniel Myrick and Daniel Noah 
Raw Feed 

The recent rise in movies 
and music obsessed with impending apoca- 
lypse is proof positive global wanning has 
been responsible for more than Just unpre- 
dictable weather and making A1 Gore ciy. It 
seems artists the world over are questioning 
the future of our existence, including 
writer/director Daniel Myrick, as he focuses 
his lens on a doomsday faction in Believers 
(his first genre project since co-crealing The 
Biair Witch Project in ’99). 

Responding to a routine rescue call, two 
paramedics (Jon Huertas and Johnny Mess- 
ner) arc Forced to abandon their patient - a 
single mother with algebraic tattoos on her 
chest - by a group of gun-toting renegades, as 
her daughter looks on. Taken hostage at the 
scene, the paramedics soon become more 
interested in saving their own lives once they 
realize they’ve been taken to the compound of 
the Quanta Group, a resourceful religious sect 
with a plan to perpetuate the human race once 
the earth is cleansed by a rain of fire. The 
small group of philosophers, doctors and, uh, 
scienticians led by a bald. Rod Steiger-like 
Svengali known only as “the Teacher” believe 
God and science to be one in the same, and 
that mathematics arc simply a formula detail- 
ing die end of the world. 

After witnessing the seeming resurrection 
of the woman they Just saw die in front of 
them, the paramedics become unwillingly 
embroiled in the group’s plot. As time slips 
away, they try to resist re-education and get 









the hell out of Dodge before the Teacher and 
his followers set off to a “new world on the 
other side of the universe.” 

While not perfect, this direct-to-DVD title 
offers a gripping, original and well-executed 
story. Messner and Huertas work sufficiently 
as buddy protagonists, but it’s veteran TV 
actor Daniel Benzali, as the mysterious, calcu- 
lating Teacher, who, with very little face time, 
is absolutely chilling as the man behind the 
portentous plot at the crack of doom. 

Is this really the end? You do the math, 

Trevor Tuminski 


THE STINK 
OF EXTINCTfISf" 


Resident Evil: Extinction: More braineaters, less brains, in the franchise’s third installment. 


BESIDtNT EVIL: EXIINCTION 

Starring Milla Jovovich, lain Glenn 
and All barter 

Directed by Russell Mulcahy 
Written by Paul W.S. Anderson 
Sony 

Like zombie hordes, franchise sequels just 
keep coming and coming. And as far as those 
based on video games go. Resident Evil is 
leading the pack. The latest installment. 
Extinction, may be the best of the trilogy but 
that’s not saying much at all. 

Picking up five years after RE: Apocalypse 
(sans explanation for series newcomers) it 
sees the T-virus created by the Umbrella Cor- 
poration spread across the world, turning it 
into a barren wasteland full of the undead. 
Alice {Milla Jovovich) is still on the run and 
has inexplicably developed telekinetic pow- 
ers, which pretty much make her invincible. 
Somewhere in the Nevada desert she hooks up 
with' a rag-tag caravan of Road iVarrior-like 
survivors who are searching for ammunition, 
gas and food (apparently they’re well stocked 
with eyeliner and lip gloss, though). The 
group sets off for Alaska but gets stuck in the 
remains of Las Vegas, where the evil Dr. 
Isaacs (Iain Glenn) has set a trap in hopes of 
recapturing our gun-toting heroine. 

Extinction starts out very promising by tak- 
ing the action out of the cramped underground 
corridors of the other films and into the vast- 


ness of a blazing desert to showcase some 
gory action, great special effects and grim 
visuals as Alice kicks the snot out of some 
zombie dogs. But by the time she takes on 
an entire flock of zombie crows (!?), the 
movie has already deteriorated into pre- 
dictability, where tired wire-fu lights are 
strung together by the flimsiest of plot. 

The blame can be squarely placed on 
director Russell Mulcahy, who began his 
career with Razorback, made a bunch of 
’80s music videos, was responsible for the 
embarrassing Highlander II: The Quicken- 
ing and worked on a bunch of TV shows, 
including Tales From the Crypt. Genre fans 
will note his endless and blatantly obvious 
nods to classics such as Planet of the Apes, 
The Birds, Alien: Resurrection and Day of 
the Dead. The man clearly doesn’t know 
how to shoot an original horror film, as he 
even rips-olT the first two RE films, some- 
times shot-for-shot! Apparently he was far 
more interested in making sure that nearly 
every scene featured Jovovich’s perky nip- 
ples rather than conveying plot or character 
development. 

Not surprisingly, the rushed, tacked-on 
ending sets the franchise up for another 
sequel. Given that the film debuted at the 
top of the box office, there probably will be 
one, and it’ll probably make more than any 
Romero zombie film. Sigh... 

Last Chance Lance 


■SLTSiME" MY ftSS 

ByBIED ALIVE 

Starring Terence Jay, Leah Rachel 
and Tobin Bell 

Directed by Robert Kurtzman 
Written by Art Monterastelli 
Dimension Extreme 

What's that proverb? Revenge is a dish best 
served cold? Well, Buried Alive — an awful 
programmer distinguished only by the appear- 
ance of Jigsaw himself. Tobin Bell - is con- 
tent to offer it up lukewarm. 

Director Robert Kurtzman ’s first film since 
1997’s Wishma.ster stars supremely untalcnted 
newcomer Leah Rachel and actor/composer 
Terence Jay as literal kissing cousins Rene 
and Zane. Zane invites Rene to spend the 
weekend at his great-grandpa’s hou.se in the 
desert. She accepts but brings her boyfriend 
and two sexy pledges from her sorority house. 

Zane, who is off his meds and plagued by 
visions of a monstrous-looking woman, 
obsesses over prospector gold he believes 
great-gramps stashed on the properly. But his 
ancestor may have hidden something else 
there, too; local legend .says he also buried his 
first wife alive. Is she responsible for later 
slaughtering her husband’s new family before 
burning down their house? Equally obsessed 
with the possibly hidden treasure is Lester 
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DREAM CDDISE 

Starring Daniel Giiles, Ryo Ishibashi 
and Miho Ninagawa 
Directed by Norio Tsuruta 
Written by Naoya Takayama 
and Norio Tsuruta 
Anchor Bay 

If anyone should be 
cursed in the J-horroi 
community, maybe it’s Koji 
Suzuki. The novelist who 
authored Dark Water, The 
Ring and other fl/ng-relat- 
ed tales, unleashed a sub- 
genre more persistent than 
the watery long-haired 
ghost girls featured in its 
films. Norio Tsuruta, who 
adapted Suzuki’s Ring: 

Birthday short story for the 
big screen in 2000, brings Dream Cruise to the small 
screen, oblivious to the fact that the Ring, er, well, dried 
up years ago. 

The episode sees Jack (Daniel Giiles) a young Ameri- 
can man haunted by the childhood drowning death of his 
brother and now afraid of water, invited to a meeting on 
a boat with his business associate Ejii (Ryo Ishibashi). 
Ejli's wife Naomi (Miho Ninagawa) is along for the ride 
and it’s clear (to the audience long before the characters) 
that the elder man has plans for her and Jack: revenge 
for making him a cuckold. But in the midst of it all is a 
ghost from Ejli’s past with a grudge of her own - and hair 
long enough to choke the boat’s prop - who won’t stop 
until she has company in the cold, watery depths. 

Setting the action on the water Is strong idea, as it 
traps the characters and adds a layer of jeopardy, not to 
mention it’s ambitious from a production standpoint 
given Masters of Horror’s tight production schedule. Tsu- 
ruta delivers the odd scare with relentless, sometimes 
glowing spirits emerging from the depths - but other- 
wise this is paint-by-numbers J-horror with some bad 
dialogue and a telegraphed plot. It’s always great to see 
Masters going international, and hopefully creator Mick 
Garris will approach more filmmakers from across the 
globe (Spain, France and Mexico come to mind). Unfortu- 
nately, this second entry from Japan - after Takashi 
Miike’s insane Imprint (RM#59i - is one salty dog. 

Dave Alexander 


DREAM CRUISE 

f. 


(Bell), the cantankerous family caretaker who harbours a deep contempt for “col- 
lege boy” Zane. The only thing these unlikeable characters are going to find, 
though, is the sharp end of the ax wielded by our vengeful ghost. 

Simply put. Buried Alive should have been. It's bland, boring and bad. And it’s 
being released under Dimension's new "Extreme’' banner! Is that a joke? Sure, there 
are a few good gore gags - a full body bisection here, a chopped-ofF face there - but 
the violence is timid, especially given Kurtzman’s makeup effects background (e.g. 
House on Haunted Hill remake and Buhba Ho-Tep). 

As for Bell, well, it’s mildly interesting to see the Saw villain outside his lucrative 
franchise, and he docs play Lester with enough contempt to make his eventual death 
a cheer-woi1hy event, but it’s not enough to make up for the dearth of imagination 
on display elsewhere. Here’s hoping Dimension Extreme - which pledges to release 
“the most intense, provocative and edgy films on DVD” - eventually makes good 
on that promise. 

Sean Plummer 

WnETCmNG ON ROMERO 


NIDHTDE IRE EIM DEAD 3D 

Starring Sid Haig, Brianna Brown 
and Ken Ward 

Directed by Jeff Broadstreet 
Written by Robert Valding 
Lionsgate 

Made in the despicable tradition of Creepshow 3 and 
Day of the Dead 2: Contagium. this recent bastardiza- 
tion of George A. Romero’s work survived its very brief 
theatrical run to infect the DVD market. Packaged with 
four pairs of cardboard anaglyph glasses. Nigin of the Living 
Dead 3D allows viewers to recreate one of the most intensely dissatisfying 3-D 
film experiences of all time in the comfort of their own home. 

Taking the basic premise of the original, Barbara (Brianna Brown) - now 
“Bai'b” - and her brother Johnny (Ken Ward) arc at a cemetery when they’re sud- 
denly caught up in the undead uprising. After they’re separated, she receives his 
groan-inducing text message. “Coming 4 U Barb." before hooking up with Ben. 
now a motorcycle-riding Caucasian, and making her way to a fannhouse. now a 
marijuana grow-op owned by anti-authoritarians, to hole up against one of spars- 
est zombie apocalypses ever caught on film. 

Director Jeff Broadstreet and writer Robert Valding may have wanted to go in 
a different direction with their amateurish DV remake, but they only succeeded in 
sucking all the suspense and intelligence out of the original concept. It’s bad 
enough that B-movic veteran Sid llaig pops up as a funeral director with a full 
explanation for why the creatures have risen - Just the kind of patently easy 
answer that Romero avoided - but there arc no lasting conflicts between the char- 
acters. no sense of urgency in their actions, or even a perceptible drive to survive. 
Then again, it’s doubtful the resolutely awful cast. Haig included, could’ve han- 
dled any shades of ambiguity anyways. 

Now. thoughtful social commentary and quality acting aren’t necessary in a 3- 
D spectacle, but NolLD 3D can’t even get the eflects right. Broadstreet has no 
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THIS ISSUE: LANCE LOATHES AND LOVES LOMMEL 

iWE. MBT ULlt 


^ Rather than ripping off De Raima’s 2006 flick about the unsolved 1 947 mur- 
der and dismemberment of Hollywood starlet Betty Short, this Black Dahlia 
is set 60 years later and features a trio of serial killers who lure young 
j actresses to audition for the role of the The Black Dahlia. The unlucky girls 
•• are chopped up and their body parts strewn around Hollywood, as clueless i 

cops investigate. This is definitely one of Lommel’s best, with a shitload of '= 

great grue, a chilling soundtrack and some standout performances, particularly Elissa Dowling 
as a demented schoolgirl and Jed Rowen as a mute, gown-clad killer with a reciprocal saw, who 
gives the word “creepy” a whole new meaning, Gore galore, a great score and a sexy schoolgirl 
- what more do you want? 

Body Count; 6 
Flashback Sequences: 74 

Last Chance Lance 
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idea how to properly devise deep focus 3-D com- 
positions, committing the biggest rookie mistake 
of all by just tossing in occasional screen-popping 
contrivances: flailing zombie arms, a thrusting 
shovel and even a laughably dated “bullet-time” 
CGI gun blast. 

A failure on every level. Night of the Living 
Dead 3D's superficial spin on Romero’s classic is 
guaranteed to devour your brain. 

Paul Corupe 

THi 


starring Wotan Wilke Mbhring, 

Andre Hennicke and Heinz Hoenig 
Written and directed ' 

by Christian Alvart 
Dark Sky Films 


Ever since his moderate success with the 1 980 horror flick The Boogeyman, i 

German director Uiii Lommei has churned out one subpar B-fiick after anoth- ili iB 

er. What Uwe Boii has become to the video game horror movie, Lommei is to 

the seriai kilier horror movie. In Curse of the Zodiac, betakes the unsolved 

case of the Zodiac Killer - who threatened the San Franciseo Bay area in the | . ^ 

1 960s - and passes it directly through his colon onto film. It follows the killer ‘ ^ 

as he taunts a writer and a giri who has visions of the killings, but does so in a series of messy, 
hard-to-follow flashbacks, blurry images, split screens and annoying voice-overs. Much like Boll, 
Lommel's an artist of the quantity-over-quality persuasion. 

Body Count: 10 
Flashback Sequences: 26 



Uonsgate 

i If a McDonalds’ Happy Meal won’t suffice, consider gnawing on the meat- -'-'4,4 
head next to you. Such is the case with this sick flick about true love based “4 i 

on a real-iife oannibal encounter that occurred in Germany several years |r 1 ’ff i 

ago. In Lommel’s version, the culinary atrocities take place between Adam ' * 

and Noetle, a young couple who fall in love on the internet and agree to meet 
in person. Their relationship blossoms but things get real weird real quick 
when Adam tells Noelle that he wants her to kill him and eat his heart, liver and kidneys so that 
they will be together forever. Annoying flashbacks aside, the film ulbmately suffers from incred- 
ibly sparse, meaningless dialogue spouted by bad actors and a laughable cannibal dinner scene. 
Wash your brain with Pepto-Bismol after this one. 

Body Count: 2 
Flashback Sequences: 82 

MV LOlfELY LABY LIMSS 


When it comes to police proce- 
dural thrillers, the cynical side of 
me (approximately 51% of my 
being) says there’s The Silence of 
the Lambs and then there’s everything else that 
came before or after. Still, that hasn’t prevented me 
from enjoying gems like Se7en, Citizen X and Nat- 
levagten. And while /intihodies often treads dan- 
gerously close to Silence, this wickedly clever Ger- 
man thriller is by no means a complete knockoff 

Andre Hennicke is riveting as seriai killer 
Gabriel Engel - as in Angel Gabriel, nyuk - who’s 
apprehended by Berlin cops and charged in the tor- 
ture murders of thirteen young boys. To the con- 
sternation of his captors, Engel refuses to speak 
with anyone but Michael Martins (Wotan Wilke 
Mohring), a devoutly Catholic small-town consta- 
ble with no apparent comrection to the case. Ini- 
tially Engel rejects Martins’ questions about an 
additional murder he may have committed, instead 
aggravating the beleaguered cop. But after toying 
with his interrogator a while, Engel lets it slip that 
although he didn’t actually commit the murder, he 
knows who did. 

It sounds familiar, but while the head games 
Hannibal Lecter plays with Clarice Starling ulti- 
mately prove to be perversely benevolent, Engel 
uses Martins’ owm shame-based faith to tear him - 
and his family - apart. 

In one of the two-disc set’s accompanying fea- 
turettes, young writcr/director Christian Alvart 
claims to have drawn inspiration for the story from 
his own strict religious upbringing; it’s nice to 
know something positive came out of it, because 
this intense and frequently gruesome thriller shines 
brightly in a subgenre that has long since stylized 
itself into a comer. Performances are superb across 
the board, and there's stunning cinematography by 
Oscar winner Hagen Bogdanski. Although it’s not 
his debut feature, Alvart calls Antibodies his first 
“professional” film, and whether he chooses to 
stick with thrillers or move on, there’s no disputing 
that this marks the arrival of a staggering talent. 

John W. Bowen 
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A t first glance, it would seem easy to tracking it. in the process, he brought his sons up 
dismiss Supernatural as The Hardy as hunters of the paranormal. Season one saw 
Boys meets Millennium. Broadcast on Dean and Sam in search of John, who had gone 
The CW (formerly The WB), tfie popu- missing on a hunt. Father and sons are reunited 
lar show follows brothers Sam and Dean Win- and they track down The Colt, a mysterious gun 
Chester (handsome twentysome- that can kill anything, including 

things Jared Padalecki and Jensen ^ demons. The season ended with 

Ackles) around America as they jl M \ the Winchesters, now in posses- 

battle all manner of supernatural ' ■ “i-,- j sion of The Colt, run down by a 

nasties. Each episode plays up the ii supf’RfcyfURAI trucker possessed by the elusive 

humorous tension between the ; demon, 

evil-hunting brothers and ends with -CT Season two (just released on 

some unnatural beastie being dis- ^ , W DVD by Warner) finds them all in 

patched to Hell by means of one the hospital. Sam and John 

Latin incantation or another. Throw escape the crash with minor 

in some cheeky dialogue, rockin’ tunes that com- injuries, but Dean is close to death. So John 
ment on the narrative (AC/DC’s “Back in Black,” makes a deal with the demon: his life and The Colt 
CCR’s “Bad Moon Rising,” Nazareth’s “Hair of the in exchange for Dean’s life. The demon accepts, 


itself for a battle that could bring on the apoca- 
lypse. 

That potted description, of course, leaves out 
the delights of individual episodes. And, indeed, 
Supernaturafs second-season arc, culminating 
with the Winchesters’ confrontation with the 
demon, is arguably less important to the casual 
fan than the monsters and the banter between the 
brothers. The parade of vampires, ghosts, were- 
wolves. spirits, evil carnival clowns and, of course, 
simple human monsters, is pleasing in and of 
itself, but each episode also illuminates the con- 
flicted relationship between the Winchesters. As 
the older one. Dean has always felt the weight of 
responsibility towards Sam but never thinks he’s 
good enough. Sam, meanwhile, is troubled by the 
thought that he may not be as far removed from 
the evil he hunts as he thinks he is. 


Dog,” etc.), some nifty special effects, and you’ve and John tells Dean to take care of Sam before he Those doubts seep into the one thing the Win- 
got yourself a good reason to park the family in passes away. The brothers soon figure out their Chesters share besides blood: the hunt. Are they 
front of the tube week after week, right? father’s deal and renew their making a difference? Have their 

Right. Except creator Eric Kripke’s series errs hunt for the thing that has sacrifices of family, friends and a 

more on the M//ten/7/um side than r/reWart/y Soys, now taken both their par- ^ normal life put a real dent in the 

It explores some truly dark apd difficult thematic ents. M i amount of evil in the world? Indeed, 

territory - the seeming futility Of good in the face But the hunt has become while evil, demons and Hell are 

of overwhelming evil, the existence of God, ttie more complicated. The law absolutely real entities in the world 

responsibilities of family, and learning to accept is starting to catch up with of Supernatural, the existence of 

death. High School Musical this isnt the Winchester brothers, S^^^NATLRAL God and good is up for debate. The 

Heavy ideas aside, chalk up Supernaturafs who have been implicated In clovastating possibility that evil has 

ongoing popularity (season three just started) to its a number of crimes, includ- no opposite - addressed in the 

amusing chemistry between Padalecki and Ackles ing bank robbery, grave des- ■ ^ episode “Houses of the Holy," 

keeps the show from descending into the unmiti- ecration, even murder. More where the brothers' foe appears to 

gated blackness that helped doom Millennium. seriously, Sam is having visions, and the brothers be an angel - calls into question their whole 
For the uninitiated. Sam and his older brother discover that there are others like him - people reason for being. And it’s that existential strug- 
Dean are demon hunters. Their mother was killed who were visited by the demon as infants and gle set against the cool monsters and kick-ass 
by a yellow-eyed hellspawn when Sam was an given special powers. The demon’s plan remains classic rock soundtrack that makes Supernat- 
infant, and their father, John (Jeffrey Dean Mor- mysterious until late in the season when the ural more than the sum of its questionable TV 
gan), immediately vowed revenge and began brothers' journey takes them to the gates of Hell antecedents. % 
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PHIL MUCCl 


T wenty seconds into his debut short, The 
Listening Dead, New York-based photogra- 
pher Phil Mucci declares his directorial 
intentions with stunning authority. His masterfully 
executed ode to German Expressionist silent cin- 
ema commences with a grandiose establishing 
shot that finds his camera diving through a mist- 
drenched, wooded valley towards a grim, Gothic 
mansion. Inside the foreboding abode, a pianist 
plucks away at his insUument, seemingly pos- 
sessed by the ghostly muse who dances by his 
side. Annoyed with his morbid tinkerings, his sex- 
ually frustrated wife enacts a supernatural, 
voodoo doll-style revenge upon her neglectful 
husband. 

With ite accurate deployment of silent film 
techniques and sophisticated sense of composi- 
tion strongly reminiscent of his idol, Mario Bava, 
Mucci’s debut succeeds as both an aesthetic 
experiment and a technical triumph. In order to 
faithfully realize his fourteen-minute mini-mag- 
num opus, tile ten-year veteran commercial pho- 
tographer-cum-filmmaker turned to the master- 
pieces of F.W. Murnau and Fritz Lang. 

“The ghost effect we used in The Listening 
Dead and the miniature opening shot were 
inspired by some of the scenes in Murnau’s Faust 
(1926)," Mucci explains. “I was always interested 
in those kinds of effects and the handmade look 
of older films and with everything we were doing 
in photography, it was fun to turn around and try 
to apply it to filmmaking and get our hands dirty 
that way.” 

His latest short, tiie five-minute far Orrf contin- 
ues this exploration of obsolete film styles, paying 
tribute to the psychedelic cinema of the 1 960s. 
FarOutopens with anottier elaborately construct- 
ed establishing shot, utilizing miniatures and dig- 
ital trickery to depict the exterior of a house that 
looks remarkably similar to the one in A Clock- 
work Orange (the place where that screeching cat 
lady meets her untimely demise at the wrong end 


The Listening Dead, and (inset) Far Out. 

Of an oversized, plaster dildo). Inside the house, 
there’s a swingin’ ’60s hippie happening where 
Mucci’s lens swims through rotating light pat- 
terns, ribbons of red euphoria and a plethora of 
tijcked-up, flower-power posers blasted out of 
their minds on the acid-infused punch. 

Enter into the fray tiie drop dead gorgeous 
Carmilla wearing a yellow mini (Carly Tumball, 
whom Mucci describes as “our evil little Audrey 
Hepburn”). However, her yellow in this case is not 
so mellow and little do tiie partiers realize, the 
vampiric Carmilla is merely sizing them up for a 
spectacular blood feast (complete with a savage 
series of Argento-influenced, arterial sprays). 

Stylistically, the influences are aplenty: Russ 
Meyer’s Beyond the Valley of the Dolls (1970), 
Mario Bava’s Five Dolls for an August Moon 
(1970), Lucio Fulci's A Lizard in a Woman’s Skin 
(1971) and the Jack Nicholson-penned, Roger 
Corman-helmed, mental meltdown. The Trip 
(1967). 

“But there’s also a reference to another Bava 
film: Danger Diabolik [1968],” reveals Mucci. 
“When they’re at tiie drug party where the cam- 
era just dollies through the different filtered glass 


For more on Mucci, visit thehivefilms.com and 
philmucci.com. ^ 


and they’re passing the joint along, it’s kinda like 
the opening shot in Far Out. I was watching it tiie 
other day and I’m like, ‘Oh yeah, I took that from 
the Master as well.’” 

Taken together, Mucci’s two films to date com- 
prise compelling evidence of a filmmaker intent 
on exploring abandoned film styles and reproduc- 
ing them with great mastery. There’s also a joy- 
fulness about his work and an enthusiasm for the 
language of cinema tiiat is wildly infectious. Or to 
put it another way, his stuff is like celluloid hand 
lotion for chronic, film school wankers. 

He points out, “tackling a time period or style of 
film is a way for me to say, ‘This is not real. This 
is an artifice and we’re going to this place now,’ 
which is what I like about him. I like the escape 
and the fantasy aspect.” 

Mucci is currently working on a feature-length 
script entitled Blood of the Virgin's Crypt, which 
he describes as “Hammer horror meets a Jess 
Franco vampire-lesbian-giallo-nunsploitation 
thing.” 
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urn Slum QROIAIMI 

starring Gary Oldman, Anthony Hopkins 
and Winona Ryder 
Directed by Francis Ford Coppola 
Written by James V. Hart 
Columbia/Tristar 

On the director’s commentaiy 
of this reissue, Francis Ford Cop- 
pola reveals something horrific 
about his version of Draciila: it 
was Winona Ryder’s idea. Seri- 
ously. Although Coppola was a 
fan of Stoker's tale since child- 
hood, it was L’il Miss Shoplifter 
who originally brought him the 
screenplay, thereby sealing her 
fate as a principal cast member 
and driving a stake through the 
hearts of those who love acting 
as much as vampires. 

But as a fresh viewing of this collector’s 
edition celebrating the 15th anniversary of 
. Coppola’s Dracula reveals (title aside, it’s 
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not really Stoker’s is it, with all tliat Vlad 
Tepes hogwash thrown in?), not even Ryder 
and her bumbling .sidekick Keanu Reeves, 
as the lovers Mina Murray and Jonathan 
Marker, can spoil this rich, inspired version 
of the classic tale. 

At the time of its release, it was tough to 
take Coppola’s re- 
imagining of Dracula 
as foremost a love 
story. Compared to 
what dull-fanged dreck 
has followed it since, 
however, it can now be 
seen as delectably devil- 
ish, a sumptuous feast of 
cinematic feats. Praise 
Coppola for his insis- 
tence at filming Dracula 
using olde tyme tech- 
niques (in-camera 

effects, studio sets, etc.). 

The Oscar Award-win- 
ning costumes and makeup are beyond 
beautiful and the entire film drips with 
Gothic ambience in crimson hues. 




For a film so unfortunately shackled with 
the horrid acting and accents of Ryder and 
Reeves (yes, it’s so bad it bears eternal 
repeating), its greatest strength is in the 
other, very intense performances. As Count 
Dracula/Vlad Tepes, Gary Oldman puts a 
distinctive, distinguished stamp on the man 
and monster — dare I say the most creatively 
creepy since Max Schreck? Tom Waits’ Ren- 
field and Anthony Hopkins' Van Helsing 
leap from Stoker’s pages. And poor under- 
appreciated Sadie Frost! As Lucy Westema, 
the redhead is marvelously vivacious, 
wicked and erotically charged. 

This edition comes with extensive behind- 
the-scenes features and nearly 30 minutes of 
deleted scenes. Most satisfying: in the origi- 
nal opening prologue about Tepes, buckets 
of blood spray across Oldman and complete- 
ly submerge a dead Winona Ryder. Now, if 
only someone would release the version 
where she drowns in blood and doesn’t 
come back, that would be a treat. 

LUsa Ladouceur 

NceoeD: ONe 

SeXORCiST 

MHUBIMBft (ISJSI 

Starring: Kateli Laennec, 

Patrizia Webley and Enzo Fisichella 
Directed by Andrea Bianchi 
Written by Piero Regnoli 
Severin 


“Your daughter is going through normal 
physical development,” quoth Dr. Salvi to 
worried father and widower Andrea (Enzo 
Fisichella). And while he’s spot on about 
Bimba’s perky development at sweet six- 
teen, “psychological decompensation” does- 
n’t really explain why Bimba (played by 
Kateli Laennec) 
speaks like a foul- 
mouthed old hag or 
masturbates with 
plushy toys, when 
not spying on whor- 
ish stepmom Nais 
(Patrizia Webley). 

The horror in Mal- 
abimba (literally 
translated; “malevo- 
lent Bimba”) lies not 
in its subplot of an 
evil spirit named Lurcrezia possessing poor 
Bimbalina, but rich family members taunt- 
ing, boffing and lusting after each other and 
a family fortune, like an episode ofl Dynasty’, 
but with hardcore pom. 

According to the interview featurette, 
Malabimba was officially shot soft, yet the 
scenes with penetration and fellatio inserts 






r 



are felly scored, and the trailer includes the 
preltfde shot to the film’s most infamous 
sequence - Bimba crawling up to the glis- 
tening fenstick of her uncle Adolfo before 
blowing him to death - so who knows 
where the truth lies. 

A seamless branching feature in Severin’s 
DVD allows one to watch a longer edit 
(highly recommended) which ironically fea- 
tures bits of deleted dialogue, but no extra 
graphic material beyond Papa Andrea in the 
shower with his drooping pickle (not rec- 
ommended). 

Director Andrea Bianchi (Strip Nude for 
Your Killer) clearly riffs select material 
from The Exorcist and Radley Metzger’s 
The Diriv Girls, but the script by Piero Reg- 
noli (/ Vampiri) is a compact morality talc 
of sorts, and Bianchi really lets his actors 
play out their epic sex scenes under gor- 
geous lighting. The director does indulge in 
rampant crotch shots, but unlike pubic mae- 
stro Tinto Brass, Bianchi makes sure there’s 
a balance between mood, unbelievable 
sleaze and the extraordinary physiques of 
his three leading ladies. A degenerate, 
demonic, slice of retro raunch that still 
delights. 

Mark R. Hasan 
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Starring Ilona Agathe Bastian, 

Yos Santo and Sofia W.D. 

Directed by H. Tjut Djalii 

Written by Jimmy Atmaja and Putra Mada 

Mondo Macabro 

Although Mystics in Bali holds the honour 
of being one of the very first UK releases 
from world weirdness specialists Mondo 
Macabro. it's taken several years for this 
notorious Indonesian horror flick to debut 
on this side of the Atlantic. Maybe that’s for 
the best, since there’s really nothing to pre- 
pare audiences for the mind-melting hodge- 
podge of bizarre supernatural effects and 
local legend featured in one of the most 


feverishly unique horror films ever made - 
anywhere. 

Cathy (Ilona Agathe Bastian), an Ameri- 
can anthropologist visiting Bali, wants to 
learn Leak, a secret and dangerous form of 
black magic. Along with her boyfriend, 
Mahendra (Yos Santo), she journeys to the 
steamy Southeast Asian 
jungles to apprentice 
with the crone-like Leak 
Queen (Sofia W.D.), a 
shape-shifter with a ten- 
foot forked tongue and 
Howard Hughes-like fin- 
gernails. But Cathy does- 
n't realize she’s only 
being used as a path to 
permanent youth, at least 
until the witch com- 
mands her head - along 
with its precariously dan- 
gling collection of vital 
organs - to detach from 
the rest of her body and feast on the blood 
of unborn fetuses. Desperate, Mahendra 
calls on the help of a powerful mystic, to 
win Cathy back. 

Ah. Mondo Macabro, you had me at 
“baby-devouring flying vampire head.’’ 


Mystics in Bali may be poorly made by even 
the most forgiving standards, but the sheer 
determination of director H. Tjut Djalii to 
create a special effects-heavy film without a 
budget or even basic technical expertise is 
as commendable as it is entertaining. Over- 
looking awful blue screen work, visible zip 
lines and cartoonishly ani- 
mated “magic,” Mystics in 
Bali works as a fascinating 
trash treasure hell-bent on 
weird and wooly imagery, 
including lopped-off limbs, 
duelling fireballs and Cathy 
vomiting live mice. 

Much of the supernatural 
plot, airborne head included, 
is taken directly from 
Indonesian folklore, which 
■ makes the film far more 
valuable as a culturally and 
geographically specific doc- 
ument, despite its flaws. One 
of the few films offering insight into Bali- 
nese customs and traditions. Mystics in Bali 
is a wobbly nightmare deserving of its rep- 
utation among fans of outlandish horror cin- 
ema. 

Paul Corupe 




RUE MORGUE 49 


jfWrON5TtR 

ROBBIES 


Fa/riie UNDEAD 


w 'itK , 

y.iw uiw.Ato,l, 

w’><”«).free^ef)».convinoii-tcr()oBbie5 




INANCVCR-BCFORC- 
puBiimo mmicw 
COHDUCm BCFOBC HIS 
PASSING THIS PAST APm. 

BLACK CHRISTMAS 
DIRSCTOR 808 CLARK 
TALKS ABOUT HIS FIRST 
HORROR FILM, THE 
RCCCNTLY RCISSUCD 
TOMBICCOMCDY 

cHiLom$HomiiT 
PLAYVITH 
am Turns. 


Ob Clark has always been a bit of an enigma to me. When I first heard 
of Children Shouldn’t Play with Dead Things, I wrote the film off as an 
unnecessary bit of crude exploitation cinema - an opinion based 
solely on the title. By ttie time I got around to seeing it, though, I was 
pleasantly surprised by the creative charm, clever humour and genuine scares. 
In the tale, a sadistic theatre director (hilariously played by Alan Ormsby, who 
also co-wrote the screenplay and did makeup) drags along his hippie theatre 
troupe to an island, where they delve into the occult and the reanimation of the 
dead (including a stiff called Orville) - with terrifying results. 


Released in 1 972, just a few years after Night of the Living Dead had begun 
its ascension towards becoming a modern horror masterpiece. Children is one 
of the earliest films to pay tribute to George Romero’s classic tale of man ver- 
sus undead man. The film (recently reissued on an extras-fiiled DVD by VCl 
Entertainment) has a number of similarities to NightbuX remains original, which 
is why I interviewed Clark last year for my upcoming Romero documentary. 
Meeting him for the first time in his office to discuss the film that not only kick- 
started his career but that he was planning to remake, I found him to be 
extremely open, likable and humble. 


equipment. We only had eleven nights to shoot the 
whole film in Coral Gables, Florida, and it was not a 
short film. 


I planned out every aspect of the film 
in great detail. I didn’t do story- 
boards, but I had [index cards] of 
every part of the film, as well as 
schematics. If we were supposed to 
do seventeen shots in one day. we 
did seventeen shots. 


I am a great believer in the co-oper- 
ative nature of film art. I believe it is 
a very wise and important ttiing to 
work with and listen to your crew 
and to hear their ideas. From the 
lighting people to the actors, I always 
good suggestions. I have worked with 
same people for the last 40 years and 
to do so. 


Corpse Grinders and The Doll Squadi was ji«t start- 
ing a small distribution company in the United 
States. They didn’t put much money behind the film 
when it came out and it did- 
n’t do too well. Later, the 
film was bought by Quad- 
rant Films in Canada and 
they put some substantial 
money behind the marketing 
and promotion of the piece 
and the film was a moderate 
to large success in Canada - 
that’s where everything start- 
ed for the film. Quadrant later 
gave me money to finance my 
next picture, Deathdream. 



take note of 
many of the 

will continue I’ve never had to worry about creative control. I’ve 
always had complete control of my films. 


1 had seen Night of the Living Dead and admired it 
immensely, and indeed we based Children on it. We 
didn’t want to copy it, though. We saw Children as a 
satirical version of Night of the Living Dead. We 
wanted to have fun with the idea of it. 


We purposely tried to bring a look that was a bit dif- 
ferent than Night of die Living Dead. Alan Ormsby 
would come to the set a few hours early to do the 
makeup effects even though neither he nor his 
assistant had any schooling about makeup other 
than teaching themselves. After Alan finished with 
makeup on the other actors he would come to ttie 
set and get ready to act in the film. 


We had so little money to make the film. The truly 
independent film has the incredible problem of 
shortness of cash. When we started, it was nearly 
impossible to make an independent film. Nowadays 
it’s much easier; this is proven when you see how 
many independent films get slid into the realm of 
the major studios. We had $60,000 dollars and we 
stole and cheated everything we could in gear and 


When the film was first finished, horror schlock- 
meister Ted V. Mikels [director of Astro Zombies, The 


Rusty Nails is an independent filmmaker currently 
completing the documentary Dead On; The Life and 
Cinema of George A. Romero. 
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Except that unlike most dark- alleys, 
we deliver. 








BY PAUL CORUPE 


DEVILS or DARKNESS/ 
WitcHCRAET 

One of the best things about Fox dis- 
tributing MGM’s films is that they’re 
now able to release their own library 
under the Midnite Movies banner, as 
they have for this occult-themed 
twofer. The bright and colourful Devils 
of Darkness (1965) revolves around 
centuries-old satanic cult leader (and 
probable vampire) Count Sinestre (Her- 
bert Noel), who kidnaps women to use 
in his unholy rites. Choppily plotted, this 


creaky UK production is simply too talky and old fashioned to make much 
of an impression. Trying to get to the bottom of Sinestre’s devil-worshipping 
machinations, the white bread hero (William Sylvester) spends almost all 
his time hunting for rare books in libraries and visiting scientists that look 
like they’ve stepped out of a ’50s monster movie. 

The co-feature. Witchcraft is something of an improvement. A 
particularly haggard-looking Lon Chaney Jr. is top billed, but has a small 
role as the head of a coven whose family cemetery is threatened by a well- 
meaning land developer (Jack Hedley). To stop him, Chaney’s character res- 
urrects his ancestor, a 400-year-oid witch buried alive by the developer's 
forefathers. Witchcraft is a satisfactory little potboiler thanks to director Don 
Sharp, a later Hammer regular, who gradually cranks up the setting’s Goth- 
ic trappings, capturing menacing crypts, underground chapels and secret 
passages in a shadowy, black and white style 


RETURN OF DRACUWTHE MPIRE 
One of this year’s best Midnite Movie discover- 
ies, Paul Landres’ Return of Dracula (1958) is a 
neat, stripped-down chiller that’s much better 
than its routine title suggests. Sometimes com- 
pared to Hitchcock’s Shadow of a Doubt, it sees 
the famous Transylvanian (played by Francis Led- 
erer) descend on a Midwestern town, posing as 
the relative of an unsuspecting family. It's exceed- 
ingly low budget and statically shot, but nonethe- 
less captures a creeping corruption behind the 
white picket fences - with help from Gerald 
Fried's ominous score. More than that, though, gaunt-faced Lederer’s 
unorthodox take on the Count is undeniably sinister, and screen veteran John 
Wengraf is great as the dogged Van Helsing character. 

Made a year earlier by the same director. The Vampire is a less interest- 
ing, clumsy revamp of the classic mythology that's actually a thinly veiled 
addiction drama. This time, John Beal plays a troubled MD who accidentally 
takes bat saliva-derived pills tiiat turn him into a bloodthirsty half-vampire, 
half-bat creature. Beal’s addiction to the pill is overplayed throughout the 
film as he lies, cheats and steals to get his hands on the drugs that are 
ttestroying his family, it’s a good performance from Beal, but there’s an over- 
r- dose of heavy-handed melodrama, including one scene where he sends his 
V daughter away teary-eyed, afraid she’ll fall victim to his compulsions. 
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THE BEAST WlTHlN/TBE BAT PEOPLE 

if you’re attempting to make tfie world’s 
only were-locust movie, you should at least 
recognize the absurdity of the concept. Not so 
with The Beast Within (1982), the painfully 
sober and logic-challenged tale of an angsty 
teen (Paul Clemens) who tags along with his 
parents to a backwoods burg where his mom 
was raped by some unknown creature years 
ago, only to discover that he’s inexplicably 
turning into a giant cicada. Drawing the expected parallels between 
puberty and moonlight metamorphoses, The Beast Within shoehorns most 
of the gory fun in the final reel, but the face-distorting air-bladder trans- 
formation effecte haven’t aged as well as in films such as An American 
Werewolf in London. 

Much more aware of its B-pedigree, The Bat People is a 
trashy 1974 AlP effort that delivers at least some of its promised 
Bitten by a bat while touring an underground cave on his honeymoon, 
Stewart Ross inexplicably changes into a vampire were-bat himself. This 
Mystery Science Theatre 3000 victim is teeming with stock footage 
lame Stan Winston effects, but it's stocked with 
including a beyond cliched toothless wino, played by character 
Arthur Space - to make 
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Eliot Ness, the real-life 
gangbuster who brought 
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before! From Robert 
Stack to Kevin Costner, 
Hollywood's glamorization 
doesn't compare. Max 
Allan Collins, whose 
graphic novel ROAD 
TO PERDITION became 


the Academy Award- 
winning Tom Hanks film, 
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nominated one-man show 
to the screen in a stylistic 
fashion. 
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It's the monster movie tliat launched many a 
childhood obsession. Giving audiences a glimpse 
of what life might lia\'e been like when dinosaurs 
roamed the earth, 1925’s The Lost World is a taie 
special effects landmark, the first feature filin to 
use stop-motion animation and give “life" to pre- 
historic creatures. Presented as a special feature 
on Fox’s new DVD of Irwin Allen’s inferior 1960 
remake of the influential dino-classic. Harry O. 
Hoyt’s The Lost World is the rarest and most 
sought after of all classic Hollywood beasts - a 
silent film that is exciting enough to keep modem 
viewers on the edge of their seats. 

Adapted from the well-respected novel by 
Arthur Conan Doyle, it follows blustery' Professor 
Challenger (Wallace Beery) after he returns from 
South America with wild tales of an enclave of 
dinosaurs living on a plateau in the deepest jungle. 
When his dubious peen? demand proof. Challenger 
organizes a second expedition with big-game 
hunter Lord Roxton (Lewis Slone), newspaperman 
Ed Malone (Lloyd Hughes) and ingenue Paula 
White (Bessie Love), whose own father disap- 
peared on the previous trip. Arriving at their desti- 
nation, Challenger’s party is astounded to discover 
the claims of a prehistoric paradise are true, but as 
they prepare to study the remarkable creatures, one 
dinosaur smashes the felled tree they used to reach 
the plateau, forcing Challenger to find another 
means of escape. Before they leave, the team cap- 
mres a wild brontosauais to take home as evidence, 
but the captive dino breaks free once they return to 
London and rampages through the streets. 

Although The Lost World's framework plot is 
prone to flights of melodrama, such as when Rox- 
lon becomes jealous when Ed and Paula fall for 
each other, the occasional sentimentality is quickly 
forgotten when viewers gel their first glimpse of 
the wonderfully staged stop-motion dinosaurs. 
Designed by elTects pioneer Willis O'Brien and 


The superior black and white version appears as an extra on Fox’s DVD. 


sculptor Marcel Delgado, who w'ould later collab- 
orate on King Kong, the realistic monsters that 
inhabit The Lost World offered early cinema 
patrons an entirely new filragoing experience. 

Admittedly, O'Brien's menagerie of dinosaurs 
is somewhat crude in comparison to later stop- 
motion animation achievements, as occasional 
jerky movements and a lack of close-up details are 
evident throughout the fdm. Even still, there's no 
denying the power and energy of The Lost World's 
technically spectacular set pieces; the famous fight 
that pits a vicious allosaurus against a bron- 
tosaurus and a stegosaurus in a surprisingly 
bloody battle to the death, a fiery volcano that 
sends a stampede of dozens of independently ani- 
mated dinosaurs nrnning for cover, and the bron- 
tosaums crossing a cnimbling London Bridge in 
the film's thrilling climax. Almost equally as 
important, however, are the scenes of dinosaurs 
living in their habitat, simply breathing, blinking 
and eating leaves. These quid moments really sell 
the amazing effects, and qualify The Lost World 
the first etfecls-driven blockbuster. 

Predictably, disaster master Irwin Allen's later 
reworking of the film pales in comparison to the 
groundbreaking original. Despite lead roles for 
genre veterans Michael Rennie and Claude Rains, 
it's a glossy but juvenile effort with slock comic 


book situations and an oversmffed cast - its dino 
expedition needle.ssly balloons to include eight 
people and a dog. Most disappointing, however, is 
the realization that this remake actually features 
inferior effects to its predecessor 35 years earlier. 
Despite having O'Brien credited as "effects tech- 
nician," the film has only a handful of dinosaurs 
which are actually seen, and which are simply 
baby lizards and alligators unconvincingly outfit- 
ted with extra fins and papier-mache horns. 

But Allen's botched remake can't diminish the 
importance that the first The Lost World had on 
genre cinema. In addition to being an obvious pre- 
cursor to King Kong, which took the concept one 
big hairy- step further by combining the love trian- 
gle directly with the giant monster story, further 
traces can be found in everything from Godzilla 
and The Land That Time Fotgot. right up to the 
modem Jurassic Park trilogy films that have 
kept dinosaurs at the forefront of kids’ fevered 
imaginations for decades. While recent develop- 
ments in CGI have brought the realism of big 
screen dinosaurs to new levels. O'Brien and Del- 
gado’s early work is still fascinating, and as a tes- 
tament to their craftsmanship and innovation. The 
Lost World remains the best kind of classic film 
one that is as entertaining as it innucmial. 

Paul Corupe 
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1 suppose youYe wondering why I’ve invited 
you down here. Pull up a milk crate - no, not 
that one, it’s full of restraining orders from 
Angela Bettis. Yes, that other one will do. Sid- 
down, take a load off. Now pour us each a stiff 
one and listen up as I make like the Ancient 
Mariner and spin you this cautionary tale. 

Next spring will mark a full nine years since 
that day 1 first darkened the doorway of Rue 
Morgue. Graciously bidden inside, spider-and- 
fly-style, I’ve been down here ever- since, existing 
on a diet of fright flicks, table scraps, cheap 
vodka and Brazilian dungeon porn. But my 
descent into this darkness began many years 
before... 

When I was but a wee problem child. I didn’t 
know from Ghoulardi or Zacherly, nor could I 
have predicted the sensation that would be 
known as Elvira a decade or so later, instead, the 
permanent warping of my preteen mind came 
courtesy of Dr. E. Nick Witty and Epal. the 'merry 
miscreants who hosted Monster Movie Matinee, 
slinking across the airwaves every Saturday 
afternoon from Syracuse, New York to infect my 
hometown of Kingston, Ontario. The classic Uni- 
versal monsters made regular appearances, as 
did aliens and giant bugs from the 1950s; rub- 
ber-suited behemoths kicked the shit out of 
Tokyo when they weren’t kicking the shit out of 
each other. We were even treated to some of the 
kinder, gentler Hammer efforts from England. But 
if Dr. Witty and Epal planted the unholy seeds of 
my future horror geekdom, said seeds didn’t 
begin to bloom until years later. And when they 
grew, they grew at night. 

My coming of age coincided with the dying 
days of the drive-in era, and while I'm nothing if 
not a cheerleader for home video and the count- 
less treasures It has unearthed for us, 1 continue 
to mourn the passing of the passion pit. It was at 
the Wngston Drive-In and its sole local competi- 
tor The Mustang that I first experienced harder- 
•, edged fare, including Halloween, Dawn of ffie. 


Dead and Alien, usually on double, triple or all- 
night bills rounded out by lesser-known cult- 
faves-in-waiting, such as Humanoids From the 
Deep, The Hills Have Eyes and, of course, the life- 
altering experience that was Phantasm. Some 
nights were further supplemented with earlier 
hits such as The Exorcist and The Texas Chain- 
saw Massacre, especially when the feature 
attraction wasn’t a particularly strong draw. 
Heady times, no? 

If those years saw my preoccupation spiral into 
full-blown addiction, the fate of this horror nerd 
was ultimately sealed a short time later, during 
the early days of home video. The circumstances 
surrounding my first exposure to certain pivotal 
films via VHS has become irreversibly intertwined 
with the films themselves: Maniac (hopelessly 
demented on hallucinogens in a friend’s rec 
room while his parents slept the sleep of denial}, 
The Evil Dead (home alone, delirious with a fever 
of 103, trembling, traumatized, exhilarated) and, 
of course Basket Case (which drove my horror- 
hating girlfriend out of the room and eventually - 
thank god - out of my life). 

And suddenly, in the blink of a jaundiced eye, 
it’s 2007. My captors fear serious legal compli- 


cations should I ever escape, but the swine have 
also realized I’m too valuable to kill. Their latest 
ploy? A forum of my own in each issue, that 1 
may enlighten'your sorry asses in matters of our 
beloved genre’s overlooked and under-appreci- 
ated artifacts, that your delete bin spelunkings 
may prove both fruitful and timely. 

I may be infamous for my bashings of Dario 
Argento and Brian De Palma, but here in the 
basement we're more inclined to shine a loving 
limelight on the underdog oeuvre of Mark Sav- 
age, Eric Stanze, the late, great William Girdler 
and the similarly late, great Peter Carter. Just 
who the hell are/were they? Watch this space for 
details. Dig the best of the worst? Sure you do, 
and 1 swear you shall not want for cheese. If 
you’ve watched Plan 9 From Outer Space one 
time too many, take heart - here we shall wallow 
to your damaged little brain’s content in the 
unmitigated craptastitude of Nightteast, The 
Green Slime and - yes, I vow it! - Invasion of the 
Blood Farmers. 

All this and a bowl of soiir cream ’n’ salsa pork 
rinds will be yours if you’ll join me down here, 
beginning next month. Until then, get the hell out 
of my basement. % 




GAME 

BOWEN^ 

BASEMENT 


DRIVE INS, DELETE BINS AND OTHER SINS 


W W. Bowen 




^_T]rtE.rEXAS 

Chainsaw iyS,|ft^S 

massacre. {p>"'tiraSra 
Cliilling all-new pplic novels based on the classic horror films 

Written 8 Illustrated ty an all-star array of talent 


AVAILABLE NOW! 


Comic Shop Locator Service; 

1-888-COMiC BOOK 


■Whether you have read The Sandman before or are 
a first timer, this is the one book yon need to buy this 
fall. This is the stuff dreams are made of.” 

— JGN.com 


THE MAS'l'ERPIECE BY NEW YORK TIMES BEST-SELLING AUTHOR 


THE ABSOLUTE SANDMAN VOL. 2 


The second of four deluxe, 
oversized hardcover slipcased editions 
of the comics classic 


Tncludes never-before-seen bonus material 
•Remastered and recolored 


Comic Book ^ 

l-SSS-COMIC BOOK OC TOBER 2007 tlwil 







IN 


BY CARY BUTLER | 


CQIOUBS 


IN This issue! 

GRENDEl: 

BEHOlO THE DEVIl #1 (Of 6) 

Matt Wagner Dark Horse 
COMMON FOE TPB 
Giffen, Denton and Dzialowski Desperado 
PRESENTS VOL. 1 
Kanakolnuki CMX/Wildstorm 
SIMON DARK #T 
Steve Niles and Scott Hampton DC 
TALES OF ROCKY POINT PARK 
Jason Mayoh Undead Press 
THE UN-MEN #2 
John Whalen and Mike Hawthorne 
DC/Vertigo 



A merican comic creator Matt Wagn- 
er is all about identity and. to a sig- 
nificant extent, evil, particularly 
when it comes to his anti-hero 
Grendel, who celebrates his 25th anniver- 
sary this year. 

The character began as a charmingly 
inventive billionaire-by-day, criminal-mas- 
termind-by-night noir crime figure that was 
- let’s face it - basically Batman gone bad, 
from sheer boredom. (Grendel has also 
appeared in crossover titles with the Dark 
Knight.) There have been over a dozen 
major stories penned almost exclusively by 
Wagner over the years, running six cen- 
turies into the future (using different incar- 
nations of the character), that touch on 
everything from brutal revenge fantasy to 
genocide, and there’s no doubt that the red 
smff is a barbaric staple of the series. More 
compelling, though, is the comics’ medita- 
tion on the nature of evil. 

“Grendel is not a horror character, and he 
is not the Devil,” Wagner is quick to point 
out, “though no doubt horrific things arc 
done in. and with, his name. And that word: 
Devil.” 

He is refen'ing to what is 
considered the first “proper” 

Grendel story, published 
from 1984-1986 as a backup 
in Wagner’s semi-autobio- 
graphical series, Mage. That 
serial was collected under the 
title Devil by the Deed in 
1987, making it one of the 
earliest incarnations of the 
popular modern trade paper- 
back format (with an intro- 
duction by Alan Moore to 
boot!). Almost every Grendel tale since has 
used the D-word in its name (e.g. Devil s 
Legacy, Devil's Reign, God and the Devil.) 

“That is one of my favourite stories, God 
and the Devil,'’’ Wagner says. “It was less 
about religion than about mere evil, even if 
it did involve the (25th century) Church. 
The idea was that when religion is com- 
pletely corrupt, the Devil is an acceptable 


alternative. The ‘devil you know’ quite lit- 
erally.” 

Wagner adds that the concept was heavi- 
ly influenced by the Elric books, Michael 
Moorcock’s dark sword ’n’ sor- 
cery series of novels from the 
1960s; “[They] were rife with 
this bizarre moral ambiguity. 
Horrible things happened in 
every book. Elric ’s a shit, and 
everything he touches turns 
bad. There is destruction in his 
wake every step of the way. 
You could easily say the same 
of Grendel,” 

The major difference is that 
Elric is one deeply flawed man 
and Grendel is many deeply 
flawed people - over a half-dozen of them 
have carried the mask and done unforgiv- 
able things in its name throughout the 
series. More importantly, though, and in a 
very intended sense, he/she/it is all of us. 
Grendel is a force, Grendel is also therefore 
a potent metaphor. 

The character became, to quote Wagner 
backk in the 1990s. a metaphoric study of 


the nature of aggression. “Accurate 
enough,” he says now. ruminating on the 
silver anniversary of his black-white-red 
character (many of Wagner’s stories arc 
B&W with red spot colour), “But 1 want to 
refine that statement to say that the Grendel 
concept has more in common with the per- 
version of aggression.” 

Wagner allows that aggression is neces- 
sary for society to advance, noting that 
when aggression is unchecked, perverted, 
feeding off of itself like a snake that eats its 
own tail, “it quickly becomes self-centred 
to a point of psychopathic exclusion that 
often expresses itself in tciTible violence.” 

The writer will continue to explore this 
anger in his first Grendel story in five 
years, which launches this month: the six- 
issue miniseries Behold the Devil. Revisit- 
ing the formative years of arguably the 
favourite Grendel incarnation, big bad bil- 
lionaire Hunter Rose, Wagner promises an 
anti-hero who’s darker than ever. 

“Every time I come back he’s a little 
more evil than the last time I met him, 
which is always a revelation to myself And 
this time is no exception.”^ 
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REVfEWS Tf GARY BUTLER. ERIC GRANT 
AND MARK MOTK 



American and German soldiers find them- 
selves teaming up to fight off undcad crea- 
tures in Common Foe. a horrors-of-war 
TPB set in WWII. 
Although the bad- 
dies are sunlight- 
fearing bloodsuck- 
ers, the series owes 
more to Aliens than 
Bi'am Stoker, with a 
little Pitch Black 
thrown in for good 
measure. There are 
few surprises in the 
storytelling here, 
and the vam- 
pyrrhic victory plays out exactly how you 
expect. But credit Dzialowski's creative 
panel work, which slices and splatters 
frozen images of panicked soldiers all over 
the page, for pulling you through as quick- 
ly as it docs. (On the minus side, the gritty, 
desolate imagery is undermined by an artist 
change two-thirds of the way through.) 
When Axis and Allies both start throwing 
their own wounded out the window as a 
diversionary tactic, you can’t help but won- 
der whether Giffen and Denton are attempt- 
ing a more serious commentai-y on the futil- 
ity of war, but in the end 
it’s mainly good, pulpy 
fun. .MM 

In Presents. KanaRo 
Inuki. "The Queen of 
llon'or Manga,” places a 
pretty little bow on an 
anthology of modem 
fables about gifts and 
giving. The episodes 
read like a classic EC 
horror comic (or a Jack Chick tract!), with 
the roles of both Crypt Keeper and per- 



story participant played by Kurumi, a 
creepy-cute little girl who has never 
received a birthday present and therefore 
never grows old. Kurumi bestows appropri- 
ately cursed gifts upon an assortment of 
deserving characters, making for a bounti- 
ful collection of disfigurement and death. 
While the dozen-plus tales flirt with repeti- 
tion, Inuki's kewpic-doll illustrations and 
her frequent focus on the petty cmeltics of 
children - little girls in particular - make 
for a pleasingly unpleasant package. EG 


Colour me beyond intrigued by Simon 
Dark - but not for the obvious reasons, 
which arc of themselves good enough. 
There’s the always outstanding art by Scott 
Hampton, gritty and 
photo-real but undeni- 
ably comic book 
(thanks to appropri- 
ately punchy colour- 
ing from Chris Chuck- 
ry). There’s having 
horror comic grand- 
master Steve Niles at 
the helm, which is a 
guarantee that the cen- 
tral idea will be a good one (it roughly 
involves a supernatural vigilante unaware 
that he is in fact a vigilante, let alone that he 
is even a person with an identity). There's 
the teirific lead-character design, which is a 
little bit Scissorhands, a little bit Leather- 
face and a whole lotta Gorey. No. what’s 
really striking about this debut issue is 
that it’s a new DC universe ongoing 
title and it’s horror - that rarest of 
beasts who has not been exiled to Ver- 
tigo! Plus, it’s set in Gotham City. I’ll 
be watching, and clearly so loo will be 
Batman. Bring it on. GB 


0n« of the more unigue comics of 

late is writcr/artist Jason Mayoh’s 
Tales of Rocky’ Point Park, easiest 
described as a semi-biographical his- 
torical overview of a long-closed, real-life 
Rhode Island amusement park. The other 



half of the "semi” is Mayoh’s entertaining 
blurring of actual (he attests) urban legend 
and outright (he admits) 
fiction for the purposes of 
bolstering a thin case for 
the place being haunted - 
and that’s pretty inven- 
tive. font choices are 
excellent, particularly 
given that this is a text- 
heavy book. Art is func- 
tional, but the smart 
inclusion of park photos 
on the inside back cover allows for vicari- 
ous comparison that attests to faithfulness in 
rendition. Frankly, the pictures alone made 
this reader tempted to make a Rhode trip for 
the purpose of infiltration. More info; talc- 
sofrockypoiniopark.com. GB 

The first Issue of the new ongoing series 
Un-Men is, well, unmentionably poor. Aver- 
age art with frankly unimpressive splash 
pages, tawdry characters bordering on bwa- 
ha-ha melodramatic but never quite picking 
one side of the line or the other 1 could go 
on. The idea was (W)right(son) enough: 
transplant European scientific experiments 
gone horribly awry 
from the pages of the 
original '70s Swamp 
Thing comic into a - 
believe it - theme 
park-cum-city on the 
fringe of America. 
Sweet. We all like a 
good freak show, so I 
picked up issue #2 
and I now find myself 
eating my own opin- 
ions. because despite the fact that this one 
also starts off in the dumper, writer John 
Whalen and artist Mike Hawthorne end it 
with a one-two punch of a well-written plot 
twist on a spectacular final splash page. 
Stranger things have happened; maybe 
creepy Dr. Cranius - designer Bernie 
Wrightson's famous hcad-on-a-fist will 
have a leg to stand on after all. GB 
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THE ASTONISHING NEW HORROR NOVEL 
FROM THE MASTER OF THE MACABRE. 



‘T’ve always wanted to write a book that wdll play with the 
reader in a way that has never been tried before.” 


CLIVE BARKER 

On Sale in November 

d HARPERCOLLINS.CA 



A Self-Help spoof 


Kin^ofKoiju • fearsome fiction 





The zen of zombie: 
Better Liuin? Through 
the unoead 
Scott Kenemore 

Skyhorse 

Fd love to be a fly on the wall several hun- 
dred years from now when archeologists and 
cultural anthropologists sift through the 
remains of our era. Will tliey shake their 
heads at our desire to find deep philosophical 
meaning in our pop culture exports? Because 
wlien you think about it, nearly every suc- 
cessful sci fi property {Star Trek) and even 
the odd horror one {Bujf\- the Vampire Slay- 
er) has had some sort of “philosophy,” “zen” 
or “everything I need to know I learned 
from" book companion. 

If seeking to glean wisdom from fiction 
seems ridiculous to you, consider Zen of 
Zombie, which essentially takes the piss out 
of this whole movement, and the self-help 
craze to boot. In this 263-page book author 
Scott Kenemore. through the use of humour 
and cartoonish illustrations, suggests how 
one’s days might be better spent if the zom- 
bie way of life is adopted. Part one focuses 
on the 24 Habits of Highly Effective Zom- 
bies, with chapter titles such as “Play to your 
Strengths (and Ignore Your Weaknesses),” 
“Slow Down! (You Move Too Fast)” and 
‘"Fair and Balanced’ My Rotting Zombie 
Ass.” These first 24 chapters detail how the 
zombie zen principles work and how to make 
them work for you, for instance, “Zombies 
don’t negotiate. Neitlicr should you.” The 


latter part of the book offers a Guide to Com- 
plete Zombification in 90 Days, which fur- 
ther explains how to implement the massive 
changes necessary to live like a single-mind- 
ed braiii-muncher. 

Thing is, as a work of pure humour. Zen of 
Zombie doesn’t quite fire on all undead cylin- 
ders. Primarily because it feels padded - 
Kenemore repeatedly revisits the same ideas. 
It’s also as if he’s unsure of how far to take 
the conceit: on one hand, he’s selling over- 
ihe-top total zombification. while on the 
other, it's almost as if he wants to make some 
of the advice actually applicable to everyday 
life. 

Yes, we know it’s not meant to be serious, 
but if you’re spoofing self-help books, it 
would do good to be more secure about your 
ultimate intention. Still, it’s a fun read, and 
ironically, some of the undead wisdom, does- 
n’t actually seem so unwise - who, for exam- 
ple, couldn’t learn something about detenni- 
nation from the walking dead. 

Monica S. Kuebler 

Eiji Tsuburaya; 
Master of Monsters 
August Ragone 

Chronicle 

Forget about those fire-breathing crea- 
tures duking it out over a demolished 
downtown landscape, the real king of kaiju 
was Fiji Tsuburaya, the visionary effects 
artist who turned giant creature rampages 
into a cottage industry in Tokyo. A devout 


student of Willis O'Brien’s King Kong. 
Tsuburaya employed detailed model work 
and painstakingly designed monster cos- 
tumes as inexpensive alternatives to the 
stop-motion process that managed to cap- 
ture the imaginations of young viewers 
across the globe. Not only did he head up 
the team of skilled technicians that 
designed Godzilla and guided his first few 
cardboard city-shattering steps, he was a 
mainstay ofToho’s practical effects depart- 
ment for more than fifteen years, constant- 
ly improving on the “suitmation” tech- 
niques that he helped bring to pop culture 
prominence. 

For Eiji Tsuburaya: Master of Monsters. 
his first English-language biography. 
August Ragone has extensively researched 
the life and work of the celebrated monster 
maker's prolific career. Detailed and well- 
written, the book covers all the expected 
kaiju touchstones, from the classic may- 
hem of Godzilla and Rodan through to 
slickly polished battles of Ultraman. as 
well as the oddball Rankin/Bass produc- 
tion King Kong Escapes. Even seasoned 
fans will find plenty to capture their atten- 
tion here, as Ragone has included write- 
ups on many of the man’s more obscure 
works, including Booska the Friendly 
Beast, a hairy kaiju for kids, and the super- 
natural anthology series Unbalance: Hor- 
ror Theater. Several short pieces by other 
collectors, critics and fans of the rubber- 
suit monster phenomenon are also featured 
throughout, as well as a handful of remi- 
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niscences from Tsiibiiraya’s family and col- 
leagues that lend some emotional weight to 
his story. 

As with most of Chronicle Books' publi- 
cations, Eiji Tsuhurava: Muster of Mon- 
sters is also a pleasure to jusl browse 
through. Lavishly designed and illustrated, 
it’s stuffed with lobby cards, posters and a 
fascinating anny of behind-the-scenes pho- 
tos featuring Tsuburaya standing in a vari- 
ety of miniature Tokyos, offering direction 
to rubber-suited monsters and superheroes. 
Perfect for kaiju historians and neophytes 
alike, Ragone's book is a fine tribute to 
Tsuburaya 's unique cinematic vision and 
unmistakable legacy. 

Paul Coriipe 

Dark Delicacies ii: rear 

Del Howison and Jeff Gelb, eds. 

Carroll & Graf 

As Roger Ebert once pointed out. there are 
tw'o things you jusl can’t explain to anyone 
else: what’s sexy and what's funny. Substitute 
the word "frightening." and you get the eter- 
nal horror dilemma in a fittingly compact nut- 
shell. After all. simply writing a viable short 
story - a sclt-encapsulatcd narrative which 


establishes lone, concept and character in 
Scene A. then mns the gamut of its plot pos- 
sibilities by Scene Z - is hard enough. But 
making it scary, on top of all that? Harder 
still. 

Tliankfully, the fine folks at LA's Dark Del- 
icacies, perhaps the genre's most supportive 
horror cmporium/bookstorc, seem intimately 
familiar with Ihe full spectmm of length-chal- 
lenged fright and have used that evil knowl- 
edge well in compiling the store's rather liter- 
ally titled second anthology. Dark Delicacies 
If: Feur. The result is a book with entries 
ranging from the surreal and whimsical a la 
Edgar Allan Poe or Ambrose Bierce, to bit- 
len-off chunks of down-and-meaty Grand 
Guignol. 

It kicks off with Barbara Hainbly's “Sun- 
rise on Running Water.” a return to her Tlwse 
Who Hunt the Night universe, in which a 
proudly modem vampire forsakes Old World 
for New. only to book passage on the Titanic. 
Hainbly's restrained prose gives way to the 
shocking immediacy of Joe R. Lansdale's 
“Dog." where a hapless suburban cyclist’s 
morning ride becomes a canine-on-human 
death-chase. For fans of Max Brooks' bril- 
liant 2006 novel World War Z, there’s a miss- 
ing chapter (“Great Wall: A Story from the 
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Ray Bradbury i if 

Gauntlet 

Wi1tteninttiel950s,this“new” ^ 
novella by Ray Bradbury - in •* 
which a man stumbles upon a 
not-on-any-map town where 
the citizens never age - includes more than 60 
pages of ephemera, detailing fragments of various 
drafts and a partial screenplay that revolve around 
the main story. Unfortunately, while the novella itself 
is classic Bradbury, the aforementioned inclusions 
detract from the story's magic. 

Brett Alexander Savory 


Fiona Broome 

Schiffer 

More travel guide than fireside ■ — JtjR 
read, Fiona Broome's ghost- ^ 
hunting manual is an odd mix of 
local history and “how-to" info for hie aspiring para- 
normal investigator. The writing is a bit rough, and 
Broome glosses over some of the juiciest parts of 
her stories, but if you’re searching for spooks in cen- 
tral Texas, you’ll want to take this one with you. 

Justine Warwick 


Dwight Kemper 

Midnight Marquee ^ 

Mystery playwright Dwight 
Kemper stages a hypothetical ’ ,, *• 

homicide on the set of Son of 
Frankenstein in this clever «■»«»' [ 

whodunit. Like a three-headed 
Agatha Christie novel, Karloff, with cohorts Basil 
Rathbone and Bela Lugosi, bandy together to find 
the culprit behind a grisly murder in this radio play 
put to paper. Fun and pulpy, it’s a heartwarming trib- 
ute to the golden era of Hollywood horror. 

Trevor Tuminski 


Badaspoth^ForBaf 
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Whec site s f 50 t writing lier own noveis, curating classic 

terror tales or running a liorror film festival, ADELE HARTLEY 

is dedicated to discovering the best new writers in the genre. 



malevolent hobo addicted to eating 
sharp, rusty metal, a fairy tale hero 
- bjrned shameless cannibal, a child- 
stealing zombie, satanic ghosts, deadly, parasitic 
worms and murderers of every stripe - Adele 
Hartley loves them all. If she didn’t, they wouldn't 
have found a home in her latest horror short story 
anthology, Dead by Dawn Volume 2. 

Known by genre cinephlles as the creator of 
Scotland’s Dead by Dawn horror film festival. 
Hartley launched Bloody Books In 2006 (an 
imprint of parent company Beautiful Books) with 
the release of Classic Tales of Horror Volume 1 
and Read by Dawn Volume 1. While the former is 
exactly what the title promises - reissued classics 
- the latter series has exposed soryie exceptional 
short story writers. 

“I look hard. It’s about finding the people who 
don't tiiink they are writers, who don’t ever seri- 
ously consider getting published," asserts Hartley, 
who contacts writers’ groups, advertises online 
and accepts submissions at bloodybooks.com in 
her search for the next great genre scribes. “1 
apply pretty much the same principles as I do to 
programming a discovery festival like Dead by 
Dawn. We are there to showcase potential. This is 
about trying to find people with a passion for the 
genre, who care about the story being told, who 
basically have everything to prove." 

The stories in Read by Dawn Volume 2 range in 
length from a single sentence to eighteen pages 
and, as is Hartley’s goal, offer exceptional variety. 
For example, Morag Edward’s blackly humorous 
“Childhood" sees a young boy go insane after 
mistaking a religious symbol for torture; Suzanne 
Elvidge’s surreal, Lovecraftian “The Door” follows 
a man unable to escape a vicious entity Intent on 


dragging him out of the world; and Jamie Killen's 
highly original body horror tale “Fingers” has sib- 
lings discover the otherworldly reason why one of 
them looses a finger whenever he sleeps. 

Originality is everything, says Hartley. “Show 
me an idea you’ve had, a vision, a nightmare that 
you can eloquently share with the world. There 
are so many horror cliches, so 
find a new perspective and 
remind me why I love the 
genre.” 

She adds that the stories of 
Ray Bradbury have particularly 
haunted her and inspired her 
quest to uncover new horror tal- 
ent. 

“I have never read a piece of 
his that hasn’t given me goose- 
bumps at the end. Every single 
story. It’s the threat of some of 
those stories, their predatory 
nature - even the most magical story of child- 
hood innocence is somehow tainted. His writing 
helped me understand my attraction to corrosion 
and cruelty, to unspoken dread and an unseen 
world. In every horror film I watch and in every 
stor^ I read I'm trying to find another voice to tell 
me those kinds of stories.” 

Her love for many other classic horror scribes is 
evident in the lineup of fiction she’s curated for 
Classic Tales of Horror Volume 2 (edited by 
Jonathan Wooding). Among the selected works 
are Ambrose Bierce’s “The Moonlit Road.” Sheri- 
dan Le Fanu’s “Schalken the Painter," HP Love- 
craft’s "The Picture in the House," “Bram Stoker's 
“The Judge’s House” and Edith Wharton’s “After- 
ward.” 


Bloody Books isn't limited to short stories, 
either. In 2008 the imprint will release its first 
novel: Meat, by Joseph D’Lacey, an abattoir- 
themed story which asks, “What if the livestock 
were human?” 

In addition, Hartley’s own first novel. Redress, 
about a delusional man who turns violent when 
trying to find an exact replacement 
for his murdered wife, was 
released this Halloween by Burn- 
ing House, another offshoot of 
Beautiful Books. 

“I write all the time but didn’t 
take myself seriously as a writer 
until the last eighteen months or 
so,” admits Hartley of her fist pub- 
lished work. “[I’m] thrilled, horri- 
fied, embarrassed - all the usual 
emotional turmoil that comes with 
creating something and having to 
put it out there for scrutiny.” 

She’s already got a second project in the works, 
which will be a larger and more ambitious story 
than the 320-page Redress. Between working on 
her own novels, publishing scores of other new 
writers, reviving the classics and running her film 
festival. Hartley may be the hardest working 
woman in horror. She says she does it because 
darkness is in our collective blood, always ti’ying 
to spill out. 

“It is in our nature, in our core to tell horror sto- 
ries. Does anyone sit around in the dark with a 
torch and tell stories of lost love? At a campfire in 
the woods, does anyone swap recipes? We love to 
tell horror stories, and to be in a position to pro- 
vide a platform for new voices and the dissemi- 
nation of fresh ideas is a joy.” 
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The Animal Bride 
Sandra Kasturi 

Tightrope 


room 


Transient witches, beastly monsters and unquiet 

, spirits haunt tile mysterious woods of The Animal 

,>,V: -•-/ Bridegroom, Sandra Kasturi’s first poetry collection. 

In this eerie and hypnotic anthology, which is intro- 
' duced 'by Sand/hoo creator 'Neil Gaiman, Kasturi 
. 'explores the macabre side of myth and archetype in 

a surprising aeries of well-executed verses. 

The book is divided into four parts - "Into the 
Woods,” "Lying with Wolves," “Spells and Enchantments” and “The 
UiTbinding of Spirits" - in which Kasturi weaves together European 
folk tales, archetypal myths and swatches of pop culture (keep an 
eye outfor the Universal monsters and tJorman Bates’ mom). Her 
language and characters recall those of the late Angela Carter ( The 
Bloody aiainbei), shifting from the playful and the gruesome to the 
sensuous bnd erotjc, . . 

jt’s a .little disappoinUng that the poems in, The Aninial Bride- 
■grop/Jraren’tabitmoreexperimental (since the mythic landscapes 
of tiie forest and tiVe folk, story have been explored extensively by' 
many writers) and it'wou'ld have been nice to see a brt more vari- 
ation in poetic form. That said, though; Kasturi’s take ori the dark 
ntyth is definitely captiverting on its own terms; her flirtation with, 
concrete .poetry in the shape-shifter poem, “SKinchanger" is. sexy 
and evocative, and her sonnets “Falling'’ and "Verses for the Lost" 
are solid and well crafted'. Her s^se of humour and affection, for 
her subject matter are enchanting; for example, the short gem 
"Frankenstein’s 'Monster^ Wife’s Therapist" (in, which she 
deScribes'the cregbres ‘‘try[ing]'tD.make babies,” with a collection 
of- disembodied limbs and, a sewing -needle) is bdth touching and 
witty. But poems such as “Estonian Witches"- really dernonstrate. 
her talent for spotting .the mythic ,and fantastic .in everyday life - 
which is, of course, where the fundamental truths in -mythology are 
contained - and therein lies the strength of her .poetic vision. , . 

Kasturi’s poetry is-- lyrical, wry and as mischievous as any trick- 
ster-god, and The Aiiimal Bridegroom is a strong debut. It.will be 
interesting to see where the path through the forest leads her. 

Justine Warwick 


Zombie War”); likewise, for followers of Steve Niles’ Cal McDonald 
monster-mash crime stories, there's a suitably gross installment (“The Y 
Incision”). There are no real sour notes here - even the stuff that's not 
completely up to standard is pretty damn good, and that alone is enough 
to make this something special. 

Co-editors Del Howison (one of the store's founders) and Jeff Gclb 
(best known for his work on the Hot Blood anthology series) won a 2005 
Bram Stoker Best Anthology award for their first collaboration. Here’s 
hoping this extremely welcome sequel sets a trend and results in a third 
installment. 

Gemma Files 



The Mammoth Book of Monsters 

Stephen Jones, ed. 

Carroll & Graf 

Werewolves, vampires and other standard flesh-eat- 
ing ghouls get their obligatory nods in The Mammoth 
Book of Monsters, the latest in the ongoing scries of 
Stephen Jones-edited anthologies. Thankflilly, a flash- 
light is also shined on a far more diverse group of odd- 
ities, some of which provoke bemusement as much as 
the expected terror or rc\ailsion. 

Among the anthology’s most intriguing talcs are 
Brian Lumlcy’s “The Thin People,” a brief, mildly Lovccraftian look at 
the odd residents (take a guess at their physical quirk) of a particular dis- 
trict of London, and R. Chetw-ynd-llayes' darkly comic “The Shad- 
mock.’' in which the complexities of monster miscegenation are 
explored. The best known of the batch is likely Clive Barker's “Rawhead 
Rex,” which was turned into a perfunctory film that bled all the stinking 
fear out of the perfectly realized short story. But there are contributions 
from other well-known authors here as well, including Ramsey Campbell 
(who provides the slight but appealing office building suspense “Down 
There"). Robert Silverberg (“Our Lady of the Sauropods”) and Robert E. 
Howard (“The Horror of the Mound”). As with all Mammoth antholo- 
gies, new and lesser-known talents arc also given an opportunity to shine; 
herein Scott Edclmair traverses familiar end-of-the-world themes with 
just the slightest twist in "The Man He Had Been Before.” and if Jay 
Lake’s new lake on the Biglbot legend, “Fat Man." is any indication, he’s 
an up-and-comer to watch. 

There’s enough variety here to satiate monster fans of all shapes, sizes 
and preferences. There are good old-fashioned, atmospheric chills, as 
well as more contemporary and even comic horror, and though “Godzil- 
la’s Twelve Step Program” isn’t so much funny as it is clever. Joe Lans- 
dale uses the opportunity to get in a few good political digs. While not 
all the stories here meet the book's high standar d, there are very few that 
could be described as clunkers. All in all. The Mammoth Book of Mon- 
sters presents a solid - though not quite as adventurous as it could have 
been - selection of short creature stories. Perfect for bedside reading. 

Tom Murray 
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ONE BRILLIANT AUTHOR J 
TWO FANTASTIC PAPERiACKS. 








hen one thinks of New York City, 
certain tourist attractions naturally 
come to mind: the Statue of Liber- 
ty, Times Square, Coney Island, 
Central Park and so on. But, that’s not to say 
there isn’t plenty for a horror fan to take in dur- 
ing a trip to the Big Appie - and it’s not all 
ghost tours either. Take The Jekyll & Hyde Club, 

• for instance: part haunted attraction and part 
dinner theatre. The multi-storey, family-friend- 
ly theme restaurant provides a sensory over- 
load of macabre sights and sounds, from ani- 
matronic ghouls that spring to life throughout 
the dining area to actors who wander the build- 
ing to entertain (and sometimes heckle!) you 
while you eat. 

Named for the 
classic 1886 
Robert Louis 
Stevenson 
tale. The 


Jekyll & Hyde Club is located in Manhattan, 
blocks from Central Park and Times Square. 
However, it appropriates more than just its 
name from the revered story; the attraction has 
in fact crafted its own ongoing mythology based 
on the tale, which can be read at jekyllandhyde- 
club.com. In brief, “Dr. Jekyll assembled many 
unusual friends, souvenirs and artifacts in his 
quest to rid himself of Mr. Hyde,” and now his 
once “private” club where he housed and dis- 
played them has been opened to the public. 

Upon arriving at the restaurant, a large ornate 
building, myself and my dining partner were 
asked to queue outside the large wooden dou- 
ble doors. From there, the doorman Invited 
small groups of patrons to proceed into the 
building. As we stepped in, we found ourselves 
in a small ornate holding chamber. Here, a short 
video played, in which a skeleton bedecked in 
proper top hat and tails welcomed us to the 
establishment and asked whether or not we 
were brave enough to enter. As a test, spikes 
emerged from the ceiling, which descended 
towards us, stopping in time to avoid a perfo- 
rated skull. Having lived through it, we were 
deemed courageous enough to enter and dine, 
agreeing to pay the $2.75 per patron 
.,ment surcharge (which is added to the 
final biH), we’re directed to one of the restau- 
rant’s four fearful floors: The Grand Salon, The 
Library, The Laboratory or The Attic - each out- 
fitted with accessories and decor suitable to its 
name and theme. (There’s also an elevator 
between levels if you'd rather not take the 
steirs.)- 

^ Eating in the Grand Salon provides the best 
vantage point for the main spookshow (which 
repeats roughly €very 45 minutes). However, we 
sat in The Laboratory - surrounded by skulls, 
. human bones, strange surgical toots, medical 
• diagrams and mad scientist’s equipment - and 


could still make out much of the stage show 
from the third floor. Lasting roughly ten minutes, 
it’s comprised of a cavalcade of unusual char- 
acters, including an enormous talking pharaoh 
head, a statue of Zeus, an undead house band 
and a mad scientist desperate to raise his very 
own Frankenstein’s monster. The loud, FX-dri- 
ven spectacle also includes a creature on a 
steel slab descending from the upper levels of 
the restaurant before it is electrified, plus com- 
mentary and music from the aforementioned 
mechanized characters. We didn’t catch it, but 
my dining companion informs me there’s also a 
second stage show with a Jekyll and Hyde 
transformation theme. 

During breaks in the main entertainment, 
classic horror films play on TVs throughout the 
restaurant (Nosferatu was screened while we 
ate). As well, the animatronic creations on the 
walls - such as the Bride of Frankenstein’s 
head, now attached to two other chopped nog- 
gins’ via a strange, infernal machine - sudden- 
ly spring to life to impart various nuggets of 
weird and morbid information, or simply make 
wise-cracks. Actors, dressed up as all sorts of 
characters, including Count Vladimir Von Trope 
of Transylvania, Adromeda the Astronomer and a 
bunch of demented maids and creepy butlers, 
wander the restaurant. Interacting with you as 
you dine. Beware, however, if your meal has not 
yet arrived, these entertainers may even throw 
themselves right onto your table, desperately 
vying for your attention. 

The food at the Jekyil & Hyde Club is primar- 
ily pub fare, with a few more upscale entrees. 
Items with horror-themed names include three 
variations on the traditional hamburger: the 
Mummy Burger, Batty Burger and Monster 
Burger. The drink menu boasts mixed alcoholic 
beverages, including Lab Experiment No. 8213, 
Gprey’s Demise, Formula No. 1-11, Cannibal 



Caffeine and Mummy Mud, And while this 
shouldn’t come as a shock, since ttiis is most 
certeinly a tourist deshnation, the IleiQrll & Hyde 
Club is pricey. Our bill for an appetizer, two burg- 
ers and some non-alcoholic beyerages ^s 
nearly $80 USD. In addition, the restaurant does 
not accept \risa or Mastercard, only cash ;and 
American Express, so come prepared and avoid 
paying exorbitaht transaction feeeat the ATM, 
which, as a robofic spook above the machine 
informed us upon inserting a card, stands for 
“Autorriated Terror Machine . ” 

After visitors are finished dining, they are wel- 
come to explore itie premises. This proves to be 
an even more enjoyable experience than the 
mealtime entertainment, as the Jekyll & Hyde 
Club is absolutely jam-packed with sinister 
sculptures (some courtesy of T.S. Kuebler, 
RM#68i, a legion of posed skeletons and mum- 
mies, a series of paintings witii sinister moving 
eyes and, of course, a veritable army of anima- 
tronic creations, Among them is a howling 
mounted werewolf head, a man with the skin of 
his chest and stomach pulled back to reveal his 
gory inner workings and a headless, bandage- 
bound mummy on a steel operating table. Addi- 
tionally, the staircase that takes you between the 
different floors of the building is practically over- 
flowing with genre-themed artwork. If you want 
to take a good look at everything, plan to stay for 
an extra hour after you dine. 

If this all sounds a little too loud and 
frenetic - and I won't lie, it is difficult to 
hold a conversation with all the insanity 
unfolding around you - the owners of 
the Jekyll & Hyde Club have another 
horror-themed establishment in NYC 
that’s considerably less of a genre fun- 
house, but still has bloody bucket-loads 
of horror appeal. Named after the fic- 
tional watering hole in An American 
Werewolf in London, The Slaughtered 
Lamb Pub (located at 182 West -4th 
Street in Greenwich Village) combines a more 
traditional bar atmosphere - you can play darts 
in the dungeon! - with a werewolf theme. 
Lycanthropic art, movie posters, props and 
sculpts litter the establishment, which is much 
more subdued than its bigger, more touristy 
counterpart. So whatever your taste, there’s no 


excuse not to take in some sinister sights with a 
meal or a few pints the next time you pass 
through New York City. 

The Jekyll & Hyde Club is located at 1409 
Avenue of the Americas in NYC and is open 
Mondays, Tuesdays and Thursdays from 11:30 


Deadly Dining: (clockwise from top) The entmnce awning at the Jekyll & Hyde Club, one 
of the locahon's many animatronics, a dining area, (inset) a painting with eyes that foilow 
you, (opposite) a creepy mummy prop and the Jekyii & Hyde Club logo. 


a.m. to 12 a.m., Wednesdays and Sundays 11 
a.m. to 12 a.m., Fridays 1 1:30 a.m. to 1 a.m. and 
Saturdays 10:30 a.m. to 1 a.m. While reserva- 
tions are not needed, one can call 212-541- 
9505 or visit Jekyilandhydeclub. com for a look at 
the menu, group bookings or tansit/driving 
instructions. 5 
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ardcore Italian horror fans fall into two 
basic camps; Argento admirers and 
Fulci fanatics. Dear departed Lucio 
will always be first in my withered 
heart, but I have enough platonic man-love for 
Dario that 1 leapt at the chance to write up the 
Blue Underground release of The Stendhal Syn- 
drome for the last issue. It’s among my favourite 
Argento films and one I’ve 
always felt has been cruelly 
shunned by Argento nerds. 

When I hunkered down to 
write that piece, I was immedi- 
ately filled with regret ^d 
remembered why I had once 
vowed never to approach his 
films in print again - Dario 
Argento has a hyper-critical 
and obnoxious faction of fans. 

Cruise enough internet mes- 
sage boards and you’ll catch 
them in a cynical cyber circle jerk, stop watches 
and tape measures in hand, viciously dissecting 
every DVD reissue and lamenting his career 
decisions. 

They are blind to some pretty harsh realities. 
Argento is a master visual stylist with spotty nar- 
rative filmmaking skills who has never enjoyed 
much commercial success outside of Italy. He’s 
the greatest living figure of the golden age of Ital- 
ian genre cinema and the sole survivor of the 
collapse of that industry twenty years ago. But no 
matter how immense his talent or intense our 
devotion, the sad truth is that Argento is a cult 
figure who hasn’t been able to attract a sizeable 
budget in a decade. 

Where his peers were relegated to odd jobs in 
Italian television, though, Argento persevered, 
releasing a string of uneven films that drew 
mixed reactions from even his most ardent fans. 
Then, just when it seemed he was doomed to a 
slow slide into obscurity, along came Masters of 
Horror. Argento’s two contributions, Jenifer 
(2005) and Pe/te(2006), were highlights of their 
respective seasons and inspired him to tackle 
the film fans had been clamouring for the last 27 


years, the conclusion to the Three Mothers trilo- 
gy that began with Suspiria (1977) - his most 
highly regarded film - and continued in Inferno 
(1980), arguably his last great artistic statement. 

The world premiere of The Mother of Tears 
was the kickoff to the 2007 Midnight Madness 
program, the highly vaunted genre showcase of 
the Toronto International Film Festival. This was 
to be my third public communion with Argento. 1 
had previously attended the 1991 premiere of 
Michele Soavi’s The Sect, which he had pro- 
duced, and the premiere of Trauma in 1993. This 
time I was invited to the pre-screening cocktail 
party. As I watched Argento work the crowd, it 
was obvious that he was genuinely excited about 
his new film. After seeing it, so am 1. 

Asia Argento stars as Sarah Mandy, an archae- 
ology student interning at a museum in Rome. 
When she opens a mysterious burial urn found 
on the grounds of a medieval church, she inad- 
vertently releases Mater Lachrymarum, a power- 
ful witch known as the Third Mother. Rome 
quickly descends into chaos as witches from 
across the globe gather to form a great coven 
and destroy mankind. Sarah, aided by the ghost 


of her mother (Daria Nicolodi), a white witch who 
killed the second mother in Inferno, must har- 
ness her nascent psychic powers and stop them. 

Mother of Tears is sure to divide Argento fans; 
those who scorned the last ten of his projects will 
find little to like. Argento has abandoned the 
baroque grandiloquence of Suspiria and Inferno 
in favour of the absurd humour and outrageous 
splatter exhibited in his Masters of Horror 
episodes. Budgetary constraints are sometimes 
painfully evident, especially in the scenes of 
Romans running wild in the streets. But, those 
who enjoy the Argento school of lesbian and 
monkey filmmaking first seen in Tenebre (1982) 
and Phenomena (1985) will get a large charge 
out of Mother of Tears. It’s splashy, energetic and, 
most importantly, fun - a word Argento nerds 
loathe. The gore is plentiful and shocking - one 
unfortunate character is strangled with her own 
intestines: another has a spear shoved up her 
vagina and out her throatl Argento is the new 
Fulci! 

Whether he will be regarded as a mad genius 
or a man out of touch remains to be seen, but for 
me, one thing is certain: Argento is back. 
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SSSJi-DEADLY mS'DANGEROUS ^'DECENT ,. SJ-DUU l-DRiVR DOA-DEA’D ON-ARraVAL 

A T o T I n k i r 


BY DAVE ALEXANDER, TOMB DRACOkiR. MARKR. HASAN, 
CHANCE LANCE AND TREVOR TUMI NSKl 


lures all over the booklet and enjoy 
McNeely’s tribute to Grand Guignol 
cinema with bouts of retro lyricism. 
Discrete, sincere and lightiy disturb- 
ing, McNeely (/ Know What You Did 
Last Summer, The Relic) uses the 
piano as the score’s anchor, baianc- 
ing an elegant theme of tragedy and 
despair with fluid dips into disso- 
nance, plus percussive synth tracks 
such as “Search for Aubrey,” which 
also incorporates primal electronic 
patterns reminiscent of early Gil 
Melle. “Spontaneous Bleed" is bril- 
liantly sick for its use of insect 
shrills, metallic shimmers and piano 
wire hits, while “Going Home” 
emphasizes intersecting female 
voices for the kind of devastating 
trauma and character empathy the 
filmmakers missed by several hun- 
dred kilometres. An elegantly 
decrepit score. MRH 


blood for a complete recreation, but 
for fans of the Evil Dead trilogy, the 
Rocky Horror Picture Show and 
Phantom of the Paradise, this is 
required sugar, baby. Come get 
some. TT 


SCEPTRE EJecironic 

Dark Halls 

Blue Hush Productions 
Sceptre is actually the “dark alter- 
ego” of A.C. Sharp, an indie sound- 
scape composer with a tireless 
sense of self-promotion. He shows 
he definitely has a flair for the dra- 
matic on DaiK Halls, a collection of 
atmospheric haunted house sound- 
scapes that would make John Tesh’s 
gonads retract. More of a back- 
ground aria than an engaging cen- 
trepiece, Sharp, sorry, “Sceptre” 
assembles beautiful and unsettling 


minor-key melodies using synth 
swells, timpani rumbles and church 
organ, while laboured breathing 
pulses in the periphery. It’s creepy 
stuff, to be sure, but unless you reg- 
ularly try to lure small children into 
your gingerbread house or stage 
seances in your living room, I’m not 
sure how much of a repeat listen this 
would get. Good writers will often 
advise to write what you know - I 
don't think I want to know what old 
Sceptre’s got stashed in his tickle 
trunk, n ^^1/2 


STELLAR CORPSES Psychobllly 
Respect the Dead 

Hairball 8 

The impressive debut EP from this 
Santa Cruz four-piece delivers hard 


VACANCY Soimittrack 

Paul Haslinger 

Commotion 

The grunge and sleaze radiating 
from Vacancys Venus flytrap hotel 
rooms is nicely evoked by Paul 
Haslinger’s acoustically gritty, rock- 
styled score. And while hardly a 
benchmark for the genre, his mer- 
curial cues convey a decent balance 
of drones, thrashing electric fuzz 
guitar, pulsating synth percussion 
and steely sound effects that regu- 
larly elicit fears of sharp objects 
poised to penetrate flesh. Haslinger 
(Unden/voddf likes to foil our expec- 
tations by flipping the tempo or glid- 
ing into pools of ambient calm 
between angry dissonance, while 
some cues, such as “Searching the 
House,” bleed with a sleazy blues- 
rock coolness. And sometimes he 
smash-cuts to shock payoffs or 
mimics nails-on-blackboard 
squeals as in the unsettling “Killed 
by a Beamer.” Whereas lesser com- 
posers tend to fixate on limited elec- 
tronic palettes, Haslinger knows 
how craft a broad dramatic narrative 
that combines thrills, rage and 
sweaty bedroom sleaze. MRH 


I KNOW WHO KILLED ME Soundtrack 
Joel McNeely 

Varese Sarabande 

Joel McNeely’s score for one of the 
worst-titled films in recent years is a 
minor genre classic. Seriously. Just 
ignore the contractually obligated 
and indulgent Lindsay Lohan pic- 


EVIL DEAD THE MUSICAL Soundtrack 
Original Cast Recording 

Time Life 

If you’ve seen Evil Dead the Musical, 
the ridiculously hjn cult sensation 
that introduced the term “splatter 
zone” to Broadway (or off-Broad- 
way...}, you’re probably already grin- 
ning like an idiot as you read this. 
The soundtrack to the musical 
based on Sam Raimi’s gore-comedy 
trilogy makes for a stellar memento 
of the show, featuring extensive 
liner notes, lyrics and pictures that 
only serve to enrich what is truly a 
top-notch, priceless production. All 
the songs are here, including “What 
the Fuck Was That?,” “All the Men in 
My Life Keep Getting Killed by Can- 
darian Demons” and “Do the Necro- 
nomicon,” stitched together chrono- 
logically with snippets of all the 
famous dialogue celebrating boom- 
sticks, S-Mart and “stupid bitches.” 
You’ll have to supply your own fake 


RLDOD ON SATAN’S CLAW soundtrack i 

Marc Wilkinson st ' 

Trunk 

Piers Haggard’srclassic early ’70s Brit ter- ^ 
ror flick featured a sleepy Old English vil- ^ 
lage shrouded under “a living nightmare of 
black magic and unspeakable evil!” Itfea- ^ J 

tured weird ritualism, naked village folk ^ 

and a devilishly bipolar score from Marc ^ ^ 

Wilkinson, now available for ttie first time since the film’s 1971 release. 
Like a dark cloud yielding to bright light, the score’s cmel, oppressive 
oboes call up sorrow and impending tragedy before giving way to the 
principle melody, a jaunty, kind of mischievous English folk ditty accent- 
ed with a cimbalom (a srnall, piano-esque instrument played with a mal- 
let), evoking that Eastern Euro feeling with some playful gypsy tinkles. 
Wilkinson also uses an ondes Martenot (the earliest electronic instru- 
ment, kind of like a theremin with a keyboard attached), which provides 
a few devilish hooks all its own; its swooping, descending chromatic 
scales are almost hypnotic. This score gets so far under your skin it’ll 
need to be cast out by God himself. TD 






“I don't think The Waste would be The Waste if we didn’t have a lit- 
tle blood and guts here and there,” says Municipal Waste singer Tony 
Foresta about the Richmond, Virginia-based thrash metal band’s third • 
aMm, The Art of Partying. 

Complete with a comedic cover depicting zombies going wild at a. 
keg party. The Art of Partying (Earache) is a D.R.I.-meets-Nuclear > 
Assault-inspired barrage of buzz saw guitars, hyperactive drums and 
expedient vocals. Its power and enthusiasm is so infectious, it even - 
caught the attention of Troma Entertainment, which lent characters"' 
The Toxic Avenger and Sgt. Kabukiman, as well as various film clips^> 
to the video for the lead track “Headbanger Face Rip” (available oh 
YouTube). -9 

“Every Waste album has a big horror influence, but not like most 
bands,” says Foresta. “I’m really into things that can scare the hell; 
out of you one second but make you laugh your head off the next, not 
unlike metal. Remember the first time you heard Slayer? I don’t know 
about you but I was pretty shocked by it. Both metal and horror have 
an edge that attracts so many different people." ‘ 

A step above their previous works, The Art of Partying is a fresh 
balance of horror and revelry. Where previous Waste tracks such as 
"Terror Shark” and “Mailed Coffin” were amusing tributes to theic- 
cache of favourite fright flicks, including Jaws and Maniac, with Pai ^ 
tying Municipal Waste expand into concocting original morbid tales 
such as “Radioactive Force" and “Sadistic Magician.” 

“A lot of bands write songs and are influenced by movies that they 
have already seen." notes Foresta. “We’ve done that but [now] we 
create our own stories. Maybe somebody will be influenced by one of. 
our songs and make thoir own movie out of it. It’s also a lot more futi 
In create your own twisted tale,” 

Keith Carman 


rockin’ psychobilly with a side of 
horror sludge guaranteed to fortify 
the diet of any zombie hepcat. The 
Corpses have been steadily build- 
ing a fan base on the west coast 
while opening for bands such as 
The Meteors and the Phenome- 
nauts. Lead vocalist Dusty Graves 
croons grisly tunes with lyrics 
devoted to drive-in horror films, all 
perfectly complimented by the 
frantic upright bass of Dan “Moth- 
man" and the Gatling gun-fast 
drumming of Matt Macabre, who 
shows off his chops by matching 
speed with a sample of Leather- 
face’s trusty chainsaw on the 
twangy “Pieces of You." This is a 
band to watch, especially if you 
want to live hard, die young and 
leave a stellar corpse. LCL 1:1:* ® 



PAID IN BUCK; Rock/Piink/Countrv 
A TRIBim TO JOHNNY CASH 
Various 

Wolverine Records 

Horror-themed bands covering 
Cash? It's a no-brainer given the 
Man in Black’s predilection for dark 
imagery. The surprise on Paid in 
Black, though, is that given the glut 
of Cash cover comps, it’s the horror 
guys who remind us how fun the 
man’s music can be. Blitzkid (“I 
Walk the Line"), The Boo Berrys 
(“Sam Hall”), Electric Frankenstein 
(“Cocaine Blues”), The Spookshow 
(“The Kneeling Drunkard's Plea”) 
and The Aggro-Nuts (“Big River”) 
kick things off by ramping up the 
tempo and adding various pinches 
of punk, psycho and rock to the 


classics. Later, lush female vocals 
from the Lonesome Spurs keep the 
oft-covered “Folsom Prison Blues” 
fresh, while Psychocharger hits a 
career high with a fuzzy, funked-out 
spin on “Wanted Man." Only Mister 
Monster and The Bang Tale shit the 
black bed sheets with languid covers 
of “Give my Love to Rose” and “Sun- 
day Morning Coming Down,” respec- 
tively. Those party wreckers, aside, 
Johnny probably woulda loved this. 
DA 



AEON Meiai 

Rise to Dominate 

Metal Blade 

If the title of this album makes the 
Swedish quintet sound like they 
should be the recipients of an award 
for achievement in the field of excel- 
lence, it’s probably because, as far 
as black metal goes, they should. 
Getting the “hail Lucifers” out of the 
way by the first song. Aeon bash 
Jehovah’s Witnesses on “Spreading 
Their Disease” and make it abun- 
dantly clear they “pray to nothing” 
and “revel in sin” on the rest of this 
ruthlessly paced reckoning of sonic 
sacrilege. Firing off guitar harmonics 
like flares and backing 'em up with 
drums that feel like a stack of prayer 
books to the chest. Aeon don’t let up 
until “No One Escapes Us,” the last 
track and closest thing to a death 
metal ballad you’re likely to hear. All 
this from a band that’s so evil, they’d 
take the cross off your wall and use 
it as a slide if it made you a believer. 

ttMM 



A Town Left Behind, 
It's Haunted Past 
Still Echoed 
Throughout Time 


www.abandoned-souls.com 
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hen employed correctly, subtlety 
can be an effective technique, 
especiaiiy in horror. Understate- 
ment and inference ieave much to 
Oie imagination, which generaiiy winds up being 
sicker than anything the artist can devise. Many 
horror bands utilize this tactic to craft music with 
creepy ambience... then there’s Denver, Col- 
orado's Maris the Great and the Faggots of 
Death. 

Proof-positive that fiagrancy trumps subtlety, 
Maris’ antics both on and off stage take shock 
rock to a new level. Where acts such as GWAR 
and Lord! utilize kitech and schlock to achieve 
their goals, Maris uses these as means to a gris- 
ly end. Outfitted with full monster makeup, a 
body-length ghoul costume and a massive 
orange mohawk, the striking undead chanteur 
doesn’t just front a punk band, he stalks his 
musical prey at concerts, devours them and doc- 
uments the carnage. 

♦ "I don’t see my website as horror, I see it as a 
collection of my most recent meals," explains 
Maris, who, like Oderus Urungus of GWAR, inter- 
views in-character. “Mortals affiliate me with 
horror [but] I simply kill bands and put the bloody 
pics on my website to serve as a warning to 
other bands. There is room for only one group 
and that is mine: Maris the Great and the Faggots 
of Death.’’ 

Realizing his collection of punk rock miss-fits 
-which include (mostly) in-drag members Fag- 
goria, Faggety Ann, Miss Hissy Fit and Penis 
Colada - were overshadowed by the popularity 
of other groups, Maris devised his plan to elimi- 
nate the competition. He coerces bands into 
“interviews” during which they become zombie 
chow, all of which is graphically documented in a 
I series of staged gore spreads - accompanied by 
/''l hilarious Q&A interviews - at maristhegreat.com. 

I To date, he- has indulged in the flesh of more than 
' I 70' punk and metal bands, including Haste the 
I Day, As 1 Lay Dying, The Red Chord, Throwdown 
s and Walls of Jericho. 


“Most bands are all too willing [to partic^te], . 
thinking what I do is fake. They believe they will 
get a lot of publicity by doing so. By the time tfey 
realize it is ail too real, it is all too late. Any rock 
band that proves to be a competitive threat will 
be one of my future meals. What can I say? 
Death is good,” chuckles the world’s most noto- 
rious - and probably only - homosexual zombie 
singer/band interviewer. 

Decomposing since approximately 2000, the 
front-thing was once known simply as Maris, 
singer for disco-punk outfit The Heterosexually 
Challenged. That is, until the band’s destiny was 
forever altered after one chance encounter gone 
drastically awry. Or so the story goes. 

“I thought he was the big, strong, silent type,” 
Maris recalls. “It turns out he was the big, strong, 
silent undead type. He fucked me so hard that 
my head went through the headboard. When I 
awoke he was gone and I was undead.” 

Thus, the Faggots of Death were born, of which 
only Maris is a zombie. According to him, the oth- 
ers are allowed to survive in order to assist his 
greatness in his goal of world domination (they 
also come in handy onstage to assist Maris in his 
costume, prop and fake body fluid-filled freak- 
show). Since the resurrection, they have released 
a string of independent singles, including “Dance 
of the Dead,” “All the Cutest Boys” and “Fag 
Anthem.” Musically, the band’s expedient four- 
chord punk resembles early Dropkick Murphys 
aggressiveness flirting with the simplicity of oi 
punk, though the subject matter rarely shifts 
from homoeroticism and killing. And while the 
songs are full of hilarious Dayglo Abortions-style 
bits of tongue-in-cheek humour, they are simply 
a means to fuel Maris’ queer zombie fire. 

“We are influenced to write about our anal 
experiences, my murderous inclination and our 
love of boys,” he says. “Our shows only work in 
venues that can handle ali the mess, though. At 
the end of any one of our shows, there is blood, 
intestines, fecal matter and smashed instru- 
ments strewn everywhere. It’s beautiful.”^ 


"WE ARE 
10 WRITE A 
ANALEXPERIE 
MY MURDEROUS 
INCLINATION AND OUR 
LOVE OF BOYS." 


Maris^e Great 


The Red Chord. 


IHE WORLD S ONLY 
HOMOSEXUAL ZOMBIE SINGER 
DEVOURS THE COMPETITION... 
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TT f DSPublisher of America 

* Jr Ever have one of those days where you wake up 

• ^ ^ fflV morning to discover that you’ve been mur- 

dered and resurrected by a mad scientist who has 
' V placed your eyes and brain in ajarthat now serves 

■ I as your head? 

4* No? Well, regardless, that’s the fate that has 
SSi befallen Drop Head Freds Fred Neuman, a hard- 

^ I boiled detective trying to figure out who killed him. 

^^SL—p in what is definitely the most innovative and inter- 
^Hj|i|lltt8333 esting game out for the PSP so far. Sleuthing 
through the city proves difficult with a glass spec- 
imen jar for a head but luckily Fred is able to uti- 
lize nine interchangeable noggins - each with its 
own unique abilities. For instance, the mannequin head is great for interact- 
ing with the locals, the stone head gives you incredible strength and the 
shrunken head allows Fred to shrink and fit into tight areas. 

Travelling through the exceptionally well-rendered environments of castles, 
farms and toxic waste dumps, players fight off enemies and take on a bunch 
of side missions to earn upgrades. There are even mini-games to play in 
which you can shoot pool, play pinball or sit back and enjoy a mutant cock- 
fight. The sound design for ttie game is top-notch and features tiie uncen- 
sored voice of actor John C. McGinley (Office Space), who will have you 
laughing out loud with his foul-mouthed antics and sarcastic comebacks. 

Despite game play that encourages a lot of button mashing, making for 
somewhat repetitive combat, this is definitely a title to lose your head over! 


.7 eBTimiflfffeftWBNS 

: CtlT/hroat Card Game 

I Smirk &-DaQj?'- CcT:: 

Whether you’re going head-to-head witii a 
! gigantic squid-thing or a hulking troll, killing mon- 

' sters is always good times for gamers -delivering 

I •• that final blow, tiien dividing tiie toot is a definite 

‘i' high. But what if the rules had changed and onty 
the player that delivered the killing blow got the 
booty? 

That’s the premise of Cutthrr^t Caverns, where 
three to six players choose from characters as 
diveme as a dwarf* elfin archer or Egyptian mage 
to battle creahires such as the Necromancer, Ripper or Minoteur. Players 
take turns laying out beautifully illustated cards - which determine how 
much damage is inflicted upon opponents - while jockeying for position to 
deliver the fatal blow. Play continues until all of the creatures are dead and 
tiie player with the most kills is declared the winner. 

More fun than frightening, it’s a fast-paced, highly enjoyable game that’ll 
have you jonesing for more monster massacres. 


UGLYi 


W'sm' 


GBArUICS: AAA 
puwBiiiiy: aaa 
siiivers:i;a 


Though it can be a blast to immerse yourself in 
a game loaded with rule books, action figures 
and detailed boards, sometimes the simplest 
ones are the most fun and can remind you of 
being a kid again. Uglydoii is just that game. 

Based on the line of plush toys designed by 
David Horvath and Sun-Mln Kim, players utilize a 
7Q-card deck that features cartoon illustrations 
of the lovable dolls, including Wedgehead, Ox, 
Babo and Ice-Bat, to name a few. Players scatter 
the cards and take turns flipping them over one at a time, looking for sets 
of three of the same Uglydoii, which are then snatched up. Aimed at the 
younger set, it’s also great for those of us with short attention spans, and 
with a tittle ingenuity it can make a fantestic drinking game. 

This one is meant for the kid inside us ail - unless, of course, you’ve 
eaten your inner child. 
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Darker Edge Howell, NJ it 
Edge of the Circle Seattle, WA ^ 
Fantasy Newport News, VA 
Free Radicals Albuquerque, NM 
Ipso Facto Fullerton, CA 
Kommissar's Lounge Weed, CA 
Roadkill 13 New Orleans, LA 
Shaddow Domain Idaho Falls, ID 
Voodoo Museum New QriSns, LA 


i' ten = 
ssecond' 




WHITE COWBELL OKLAHOMA C 0 RRI 6 AH FEST 


OAOfc* IfciBBiiOi 

www.jagermeister.ca 

Ptesse drink responsibly. 


CRfllil KEUY 


Available on-line & 
at quality shops like 


WWW.RUEMdR(iUERADIO.COM 


HOSTED BY TOMB DRAGOMIR 

FEATURING THE CAUSTIC CRITICS 
AND THE BLOOD SPATTERED GUIDE. 

NEW SHOW 4^ 

eVERY FRIDAY! 


3agepmu5ic 
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Save over 30% OFF the newsstand price and 
receive 6 FREE iSSOiS with a two-year suhscrlptinn! 


Equals 3 FREE issues! mums. 

2 YCm (22 issacs): $124.95 □ 

Equals 6 FREE issues! 

AOO/f€5S: 

OVERStAS: ^ 

HAlfyiAR( 6 issues): $69.96 □ 

/ YIAK (H issues); S103.95 □ 

2 YEAKi (22 issues): $187.95 I I 

eeau nr suasaipmu mru issue # □ 

Please send cheque or INTERNATIONAL money order payable to; MARRS MEDIA INC. 2926 DUNDAS STREET WEST, TORONTO, ON M6P 1Y8 CANADA 
Please allow three to six weeks for delivery _ 

PURCHASE INSTANTLY! RUE MORGUE ACCEPTS CREDIT CARD PAYMENTS @ WWW.RUE-MORGUE.COM. CLICK ON SHOPPE OF HORRORS! 73 

Offer expires November 30, 2007 


^STAL COO^ZtP: 


pHomce/irATe: 


PHOHi: 


iMAtU 


YOU TO ENPERIEjjfCf 


HAaOWEEN 

ROB ZOMBIE 


WfigfBlflypjjflftMMirv. 


20 NEW SUBSCRIBERS Will WIN A PRIZE PACK INCIUDING 
THEBiamc. TmxswummBSBBYEamoHorpoinBaasTm’a beuevebs 


nraiisGut' 

tuw UIXtS'S 

■namiiam 

iirirsrmiF 

BUCIMETU 

aeOAFSOFNICRT 


WINNERS WILL BE CHOSEN AT RANDOM AND NOTIFIED BY PHONE OR EMAIL. 


Piase Han me eooeeniaH oeuna nr suexHipnoH to mt cutht! uho me. 


f 

dano'Bannom 

UNNEAQUiSLEY 

DEftTO r ^ 

PHiriUGRAPHY : 

ABAM esBirs 

ha|t:het 

FANTASIA 




raff® 





i5' 2007 Warner Bros Entertainment Inc. All nghls reserved. 








LOOK FOK KmfIfAKO BACK iSSO€5 

Mr r//£S£ OFFtciML KOi MORGUt KAONTS,.. t 


818-556-6660 


KEITH'S COMICS 

5400 Mockingbird Ln., Ste 120 


: 516-520-0975 


RECORDS & COLLECTABEJS 
^d Ave. 


MONSTERS INK TATTOOS & 

PIERCINGS 

3924 S. 51 St. 

Milwaukee, Wl 
Phone; 414-545-6385 


I THE TRAP DOOR 
st SI. Sublaco 


jrecords.com 


+1-618-9388-6499 


NIGHT FLIGHT COMICS 
Library Square 
210E.400St.S. 

Salt Lake City, UT 
www.night-fllghtcam 

OUT OF THE ORDINARY MUSIC 

AND GIFS 

733 Monongahela Dr. 

Gl^^rt, PA 
Phone:412-672-2323 


VIDEOS + MORE 


: 39-348-72-06-406 


gG COMICS 8. GAMES 
lyWayNE 


HAVE YOU SEEN... 

321 Aylmer St N. 
Peterborough, ON 
Phone; 705-750-0770 


arecomennd.com 


I SI. (Stones Alley) 


REDD SKULL COMICS AND CDS 
720A Edmonton Tr. NE 
Calgary, A6 


HOLLYWOOD CANTEEN 
15160anforth Ave. 
Toronto. ON 
Phone; 416-461-1704 
www.hcatrteen.com 


BOOKS & COMICS 


mrUAl HAUNTS 
WWW.FABPRESS.COM 
WWW.FEARSHOP.COM 
WWW.FiENDFORCE.OE 
WWW.HOUSEOF^YSTERIOUSSECRETS.COM 


Also antiMaie at au SuMme Rccohos iocatioms. Riouesr Ru^Moeaue at Your Local Haunt! 








Wladyslaw Starewicz 

France - 1934 


^ ecades before modem stop-motion animation fantasists like the Broth- 
^ animator Wladysiaw Starewicz 

mC i (1882-1965) was feverishly pioneering the art. Bereft of cinematic 
— guideposts or reference material, ttie visionary Starewicz nonetfieless 
crafted a series of whimsical animated oddities of gargantuan imagination. 

Obsessed with insects, Starewicz frequently populated his stop-motion fea- 
turettes with dead bugs, their exoskeletons wired for frame-by-frame animation. In 
his wildly inventive Ihe Cameraman’s Revenge (1 91 2), for instance, Starewicz had 
anthropomorphic beetles and grasshoppers filming and viewing movies of them- 
selves, prescientiy creating an animated meta-cinema. The filmmaker’s complex, 
seamless animation and camera work were equally exceptional. 

But like other outstanding European animators of the time (i.e. Jiri Trnka), 
Starewicz’s mtk remains widely forgotten and his films largely unavailable. Judg- 
ing from his extant work and considering their tantalizing titles - Four Devils 
(1 91 3), The Claws of the Spider (1 925), In the Land of the Vampires (1 935) - this 
neglect seems criminal. 

Starewicz’s most popular and influential work remains The Mascot (a.k.a. 
Fetiche, a.k.a. The Devil’s Balti, a masterful film venerated by the leading lights of 
modern horror animation. Its deceptively innocuous wraparound story concerns a 
destitute doll-maker whose child pines for an orange. The mother’s dolls - includ- 
ing a ballerina, a ’30s French “Apache” thug and an ape - awaken and escape into 
Paris’ streets. One of them, a puppy named Fetiche, becomes the child’s mas- 
cot/protector. 

That midnight, the rotgut trail from a derelict’s spilled liquor bottle morphs into 
the cackling, spindly Devil himself. The Brothers Quay have lovingly referred to this 
puppet as “one of the greatest grotesque (or even macabre) Devil figures” 
(RM^51). Lightning flashes and the rags, paper and other street trash whip around 
in the rising wind and come alive. Meanwhile, Lucifer summons every conceivable 
hobgoblin and mangy supernatural beast, plucked from the night air and Parisian 
garbage heaps, for a grand ball. 

So begins the film’s showpiece, the “Devil's Ball,” attended by revellers largely 
defying conventional description, ranging from the grotesque to the treacly cute. A 
beautifully animated bird’s skeleton- lays an egg, from which a chick’s bones hatch. 
A fish skeleton glides through the evening sky, joined by globular, hirsute demons 
straddling spoons and baskets. Congregating in the Devil’s expressionistic 


impromptu ballroom, these and many other aberrant celebrants 
form an orchestra and cavort. A group of glasses perform a suicidal 
dance, shattering themselves. Meanwhile, glaringly out-of-place. 
Fetiche tries frantically to tote an orange to its owner. 

The other escapee dolls join in the merriment. The Devil proffers 
the suriy tiiuggish doll a knife as big as their respective abdomens 
in hopes of eliminating tie ape, only to have his pig-sticker jabbed 
hilt-deep back into his own chest. In a scene that the Quays have 
spoken of reverently, the dying Devil’s clothes disintegrate into tat- 
ters as his life’s blood (sand) ebbs out - one of Starewicz’s many 
self-referential moments, reminding us that tiese are only puppets 
on screen. (Almost identical tableaux pepper Czech animator Jan 
Svankmayer’s films, such as a rabbit gobbling its own sawdust 
entrails in Alice. In that same film, Svankmeyer further referenced 
Starewicz by reviving the latter’s vivified skeleton fish.) 

The bizarre but poignant close to the night’s revelry finds a harle- 
quin doll, beheaded earlier by a speeding car’s wheel, mounting a 
garlic clove atop its neck and serenading the tearful ballerina. The 
startlingly cheery climax finds the puppy safety home, tossing its 
owner orange slices. 

The MascotseX an enormously high standard in horrific animation 
in the form’s nascence, a fact which didn’t escape its most cele- 
brated modern acolyte, Tim Burton. While propping his first film, the 
animated short Vincent, Burton screened Starewicz’s The Mascot 
for his collaborators, animator Stephen Chiodo and designer Rick 
Heinrichs, to clarify “the style of the puppets, the movement, [and] 
the photography” that he sought, Chiodo recalls. Burton also clear- 
ly patterned his Nightmare Before Christmas Devil puppet directly 
after The Mascots satanic lead. 

After 70 years. The /Wascof continually wins new admirers who 
are enthralled by its infectious and unpretentious imagery, which is 
paradoxically good-natured and moody. That distinctive ambience 
perhaps best defines Starewicz’s cinematic legacy: showing us just 
how charming nightmares can be. 

Justin Humphreys 



The Mascot: Starewicz's influencial stop-motion nightmare. 
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• “STIR OF ECHOES: HOMECOMING” - FEATUREnE 
FEATURE COPMENTARV WITH DIRECTOR AND EDITOR • DELCTED SCENES 


ON DVD EVERYWHERE NOVEMBER 20th 

IOiMlBWASllflLnPeOOymOlAfurfilEBARe«r'iflOfEfflOSIi!IO«COiilOBLOWEIieNIEi!>i]l 

yOiO«EHli:SA'^iflMiOeEilEliHIDOiiliG®iilCillWCi1iglimJiELSBE!lAlffllSDAGEilS 


'mowi 


■I 


LIONSGATE 


ST RONG VIOLI::NT CONTE MT. 
DfSTURBiNG LMAGESAND LANGUAGE. 


Program Content © 200r SHr Productions Corp, 
All Rights Reserved. 
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